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'It's about finding real-deal 
musicians, and not letting 
f uckin' World Music 
institutes near it' 

1 - Gogol Bordello, pg 10 
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OOBERMAN 
Carried Away 

Qoberman return bang or 
form with 31 brilliant new 
alburn. "Their finest work... 
vast 5pe<ior-ish produce ion. 
radiantly beautiful. 4 Stars." 
- Uncut Magazine 
RQTODISC - CD 



THE SOUND 
MOVEMENT 
Ichi Go Ichi E 

Dreamy, dark, scintillating pop 
inspired by the journey across 
three continents and four 
major cities, *lc hi Go Ichi E" 
translates as "One Meeting, 
One Chance", 
TRUCK - CD 



THE SCOURGE OF 

THE SEA 

Make Me Armored 

Sweet golden pop from the US. 
Swiftly tilting songs surround 
ghosted melodies, jangled 
hooks & atmospheric 
arrangements (members of 
Apparitions & Pontius CoPiloc). 
ALIAS - CD 



NITWOOD 
Self Titled 

Can-inspired debut from Zook 
siieksm.in Simon Charterton, 
including Funk head's 
"Sparkplug" mix, File where 
The Bays discs would be. 
"Ac** ■ Tim 'Lev*' Lee 
(Tu mmy To uc h ). 
SARTORIAL - CO 






SUFJAN STEVENS 
A Sun Came! 

The debut album, incorporates 
Greek mythology, American 
Transcendentalism, medieval 
instrumentation. Middle Eastern 
Inflections, tape loops, ma me 
percussion, woodwinds, snip 
distortion and Arabic chants, 
ASTHMATIC KITTY - CD 
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THE RUTS 

Live At Deeply Vale 

This storming high energy set 
from The Ruts epitomises the 
punk hippie crossover of the 
Legendary Deeply Vale festival. 
The Audience included the 
young Ian Brown and Andy 
Rourke of The Smiths. 
OZIT-CD 
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DETROIT COBRAS 
Lost and found 

Contains the original singles 
along with equally raw 
previously unrel eased 
recordings, This release 
documents the group before 
they cut their classic first LP, 
SYMPATHY FOR THS 
RECORD INDUSTRY - CD/LP 
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SPECIAL NEEDS 
Funfairs & Heartbreak 

Twelve classic songs of magic 
&. loss, celebration & defeat, 
love & heartbreak - like Phil 
Spcctor producing The Smiths, 
Dexy's & early Modern Lovers! 
REACT fON ■ CD 




MANY FINGERS 
Our Worn Shadow 

A magnificently ambitious 

multi-layered gem of a record. 

Best known as Third Eye 

Foundation luminary 

Matt Elliott's right hand man 

& cellist 

ACUARELA - CD + DVD SET 




HEFNER 
Catfight! 

43 Unreleased songs from John 

Peel faves and Bri win's largest 

small band! 

DARREN HAYWAM LTD ■ 

2CD 
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Then We Begin 

"Classic English rock with a 

large psychedelic edge" 

The Organ. "Recalls The Who 

at their best" 4/5 The Sun. 
"Going to be big news" 
Whats On. ~ I mp re s siVc ly 
confident* Artrccker 
BLOW UP - CD/LP 

JOY DIVISION 

A CERTAIN RATIO 

TH£ TEARDROP EXPLODES 

Ochestral Marceuires m Tt» Daik 






VARIOUS ARTISTS 
Leigh Rock Festival '79 

A hand numbered ltd. edition 
1 cd set from the '79 Leigh 
Rock Festival with sets from 
Joy Division, A Certain Ratio. 
OMD ft The Teardrop Explodes 
INTERSTATE - 2CD 
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editorial 

Our message board is finally coming alive at 
www.planbmag.com: threads on Outsider Music 
("Pop was the intention, but not the result"), Silver 
Jews, Great Song Shit Band (the thread is directed 
towards another music publication's 'bands' - as 
if one magazine can lay claim to a particular artist 

- but it applies excellently when you take the charts 
into consideration), bad musical jokes (" How many 
music journalists does it take to change a light- 
bulb?" Thirty: one to change it, one to review it, 
five to blag their way in on the guest list and another 
23 to claim they saw the light-bulb first), YouTube 
links, the ever-vital 'What CDs are you listening to 
this week?' question and more, neatly offsetting 
Albert's seemingly endless conspiracy theories. 
Much of this is down to the efforts of our new 
Void editor, kicking_k. . . 

Yes, 1 3 issues in and Plan B is having an 
overhaul. We're streamlining our editorial staff 

- thanking profusely the efforts of our outgoing 
team: Gracelette on live reviews and scalpel- 
precision editing, Stewart and Emily on The Void, 
SF, Nick and Mark's formidable film and DVD 
section, Daniel's strength-sapping endeavours on 
albums, the often unsung work of our subs, Robin 
Wilks and Alex Macpherson. . .several of these 
people were parachuted into their jobs with barely 
a couple of days notice, and little or no previous 
experience. We're sad to see them go, and totally 
hope they stay involved in the future. Cheers, folks. 

In their stead come kick (website and The Void) 
and Mr Louis Pattison (live and album reviews) as 
we gear ourselves up for turning monthly. (I'll be 
overseeing media for now. Current media editors 
Miss AMP, Kieron, Alistair and Pil and Galia will still 
be contributing as regular columnists.) Yes! We're 
making the leap. The next Plan B is due out in 
Septemberand boy we're nervous... er... I mean 
excited. We have an office. We have an office sound 
system. We have an office printer that sometimes 
works. We have an office team that consists of 
some extremely overheated core staff members 
and a few bemused, but hardworking volunteers. 
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We'll be on sale in high street WH Smiths! We 
have oodles of bands and artists and films and 
books and records we want to write about 
and... yes... we're set! 

Oh, and from next issue we're carrying a letters 
page, so please: get writing. 

2007. That's when we're finally going to bring 
down the rotting, patriarchal remains of the music 
press. Watch this space. 
Everett True 

We have an office, it's true. It's in an old bus garage 
just up the road from the London Welsh Centre 
and the Calthorpe Gardening Project. 

Next door on one side we have the boys from 
Diplo, who like to play accordions and have parties 
when they're not setting the world to rights with 
their current affairs mag. Next door on the other 
side is a plumbers' firm, which appears to be run 
by Mr Tourette's from Modern Toss (Plumber: 
"Glorious day, isn't it?" Plumber's Boss: "What's 
so fucking glorious about it?"), and in the forecourt 
at the moment is a man called Mr Juicy, who runs 
a smoothies van. 

Also in the building are Sent magazine, a posh 
decorators' firm with a BY APPOINTMENT TO 
THE QUEEN thing on the wall, a man who stores 
antiques, a big black dog and a bunch of musicians 
who live in the basement and practise rockin' out a 
couple of times a day. After a month in the building, 
I know all their guitar solos. The office is hot in the 
summer, and I imagine cold in the winter, and so far 
I think I'm the only person who has ever hoovered 
it. Talk about DIY publishing in action - 1 even 
painted it (thanks to Anna for painting help, btw). 

ET got in there first with the thank you's, so all 
I can say is: what ET said, and then some, times 
loads. Those editorial staff moving on will be much 
missed; I hope they'll continue to be part of the 
Plan B crew. 

And yeah, it's great to have Louis and kicking_k 
onboard! I look forward to fighting over the office 
stereo with them in the coming months. 
Frances May Morgan 
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fully remastered version 
of the landmark album from '91 

DBL LP + 2 x CD 

extended 2 disc CD format contains previously 
unreleased gems, outtakes and remixes 

all hand-picked by the band 

plus the infamous 'gimme indie rock' ep 

'Along with Pavement's Slanted & Enchanted, 
one of the cornerstones of '90s indie rock" All Music 

"The band's quintessential statement" **** Mojo 

"So moving, so honest, so out of the ordinary" 
Melody Maker 

www.sebadoh.com www.dominorecordco.com 
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LONG PLAYER 
& COMPACT DISC 

D E R D A N G 

"MAGISTERIAL" 
*•*• MOJO 

"FILLED WITH A NIGH-ON 

APOCALYPTIC FERVOUR" 

• ••• UNCUT 

"MIND-MELTINGLY BRILLIANT" 
THE FLY 

"KILLER HOOKS APLENTY" Q 

"THE HEARTBEAT OF A RABBIT 

WITH A FOX AT ITS TAIL. 

ROCK ALWAYS WANTED 

TO SOUND LIKE THIS" 

ARTROCKER 

"MAGNIFICENTLY EVIL" 
***** TIME OUT 

www.archiebronsonoutfit.co.uk 
www.dominorecordco.com 
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The new single out now 
on CD & 12" 

Taken from the album 
'The Letting Go' out 18.09.06 
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Swirling, layered & psychedelic, 

Quasi are back. Produced by the band & 

mixed by Dave Friddman (The Flaming Lips, 

Mercury Rev & Sleater-Kinney) 

CD & LP out now 

QUASI on tour in August 2006 

18th The Cube Bristol 

19th The Green Man Festival Powys 

20th Barfly Birmingham 

21st The Luminaire London 

22nd The Roadhouse Manchester 

23rd Mono Glasgow 

24th The Bunker Belfast 

26th The Social Nottingham 

28th Barfly London 

29th Norwich Arts Centre Norwich 

30th Hanbury Ballroom Brighton 



www.dominorecordco.com 
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tiny vessels 

Words: Miss AMP 
Photography: Cat Stevens 



Death Cab For Cutie 

Brixton Academy, London 

It started as a joke really. Just like that kiss with Evan Stevens. What's the cruellest 
act you've ever committed? Mine was grabbing the face of this twitching boy with 
the out-of -control crush on me, and moving in for that real, slow kiss, just for the fun 
of it. But the joke was on me in the end when we lay in my bed, bed-frame jerking 
with his trembling form. I can't believe this is happening, he said, and I shook my 
head, because neither could I, but there it was. Be warned when you dabble and 
tease, my friends: be warned when you move someone's crushed-out lips towards 
your indifferent mouth: be warned when you slip the new album by Death Cab For 
Cutie on to the player, all prepared to mock and to point and to scornfully giggle, 
because sometimes things other than you have the last laugh, and what are you 
going to do then? 

Death Cab is middle-of-the-road American indie college rock. Their music is 
proficient, sometimes easing into gorgeousness, never veering towards challenging. 
The singer's voice is high, thin, whiny: their subject matter includes long-distance 
relationships, heartbreak, old age, glove compartments, photobooths, letters, one 
night stands, the links between love and death, and so on. They never kick ass. They 
never kick off. They are sweet boys. Gentle boys. Emo boys. Wimpsters. 

And I love them; love their twee, embarrassing little lyrics about, "Sorrow drips 
into your heart through a pinhole", love Ben's thin, high, upper-register voice, the 
shallow, trebly shuffteof the guitars, the glorious gentle unhipness of it all. There's 
something to be said for losing your dignity, losing cool, losing face -embracing 
everything in musictna't you ever held up as weak, meek, lame, trite, embarrassing 
and shite. Taking all your printed published words- everything you ever said about 
liking music that is cool and rude and dirty and electronic and disgusting, all lacea 
with beats, and smelling of poppers, performed by cock-strutting cunt-stroking 
glorious egos who'd spit oritum on you as soon as look -and tearing them into 
strips and soaking them in water and putting them in a blender and cramming 
them down yourthroat till you retch. Eat that, motherfucker. Choke on your 
words. You like Death Cab F6r Cutie. You like men whining like prissy little babies. 
You like GUITARS. Twist sails, liftanchor, full speed ahead to the Land of Glorious 
Self-Contradiction; aka The Realm Of The Total Fucking Emo Gaywad, tally-ho! 

And what fun it is. To emerge blinking and sniffing from the hipster artfag 
underworld and discover. ..this. Innocence. Joy. Fandom. Concordance. A lack of 
irony. Death Cab is music for nice people. Loved-up long-term couples who don't 
have rough sex and are thinking about maybe getting that mortgage. Cute girls 
who'll flirt with the Enid fixation for a while before settling into a job in book 
publishing. And, most of all, nice boys. Sweet boys. Graphic designers. Wannabe 
film-makers. Boys who work in libraries. That's why I'm here: the thrill of the exotic; 
to catch a glimpse of that rare creature, the sweet, sensitive boy-child. 

Death Cab sound like nice boys; men you could take home to your mother, and 
for once, she wouldn't flinch and make with the fake smiles. And while I know this 
is succumbing to emo's sheeny-surface appeal - all pseudo-sensitive chaps in their 
Converse and backpacks flicking their hair and making you mixtapes and sending 
you fanzines with envelopes handwritten in the prettiest cursive you ever did 
see - sometimes that's what yQU need from music. To surround yourself with an 
aesthetic. To surrender to the mirage. To lose yourself in the dream. 

Some of the accusations levelled at emo (see Jessica Hopper's essay 'Emo: Where 
The Girls Aren't', reprinted in Da Capo Best Music Writing 2004 , for more) -that 
it's a world populated by bitter twentysomething men who'll write songs about 
their ex-girlfriends and neverhonourthegirlsXvitha name or an identity, a music 
narrated solely by males that condemns womfen forever to the position of object, 
not subject, either perching on a pedestal, o/crouching in the gutter-can equally 
be said to apply to Death Cab. I know all th#, and yet. I want to believe. Death Cab 
For Cutie, with their sensitive paeans to heartbreak, and summertime, and shared 
cigarettes, their derision for one night starids, their odes to transatlantic love, help 
me forget. Cocaine; haircuts; open relationships; noyfriends; Shoreditch; everything 
that is dirty, and lonely, and edgy -Death Cab For Cutie blot it out, allow me to 
pretend, just for a few hours, that nice boys exist, and they will not break my heart, 
for I will break theirs. Sometimes, they even let me believe nobody's going to break 
anybody's heart. I'd buy that for a dollar. I think I already did. 

I 
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They never kick ass. 
They never kick off. 
They are sweet boys. 
And I love them 
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Photography: Steve Double \w 



Orgies, accordions, drum-fucking, pirate-dancing, whirling 
zombies, naked degenerates, acrobatics, fire-eating, stage- 
scaling and wax-guzzling: Gogol Bordello give folk music a 
good thrashing 



Moustachioed radicals through the years, in 
ascending succession of sexual allure: Albert 
Einstein, Friedrich Nietzsche, Edgar Allan Poe, 
Arthur Conan Doyle, David Crosby, Asterix the 
Gaul, Tom Selleck, Xena: Warrior Princess, Poirot. 

The time-honoured canon of nose beards, 
however, has recently been bestialised by a bold, 
bewhiskered Slavic pop-revolter whose rampant 
handlebar threatens to sabotage both his avidly 
handsome, bristling visage; and the retrospective 
bollocks of his hairy, venerated forebears. He is 
Eugene Hutz of Gogol Bordello: a swaggering, 
sky-high, saucer-eyed gypsy punk. The Ukrainian 
Iggy, you might say. But best not. 

"It's kind of getting a little too much," yawns 
our winkle-picking, peripatetic Yosemite Sam, from 
the paisley-pattern margins of a boudoir in London. 



fringes. Not least, he mobilised cultural magpies, 
mavericks and arsonists Gogol Bordello. 

Their current third album, Gypsy Punks: 
Underworld God Strike, is a theatrical, international 
clamour of Balkan folk, itinerant punk, Andalusian 
knees-ups and scuzzy, stunted dub: unsurprising, 
perhaps, given Gogol Bordello's eightsome reel of 
Russians, Ecuadorians, Thai-Americans, Ukrainians, 
Israelis, Floridians and Chinese-Scots. The Clash, 
Funkadelic, Dostoyevsky, The Birthday Party, 
Bulgakov, Bartok and absurdism all feature; while 
Hutz also flicks a wink to the Ig. "Of course I'm 
into The Stooges! Who isn't! You've got to be like 
afuckin' idiot not to love them," he scolds. He will 
later mark his words. 

For now, however, on the eve of a European 
tour, Hutz is endorsing travelling light. "I totally 



'Eastern Europeans are really 

Supportive Of debauchery' - Eugene Hutz 



"It's like, I get called the Iggy Pop of the Ukraine; 
Marcel Marceau got called the Charlie Chaplin 
of Europe. But how much really fuckin' Marcel 
Marceau is like Charlie Chaplin?" he quarrels 
in quaint, clipped English. "Like, not at all. 

"People are conditioned to think in 
comparisons," he chides in rising agitation. "But 
after a while they see that Marcel Marceau is one 
guy and fuckin' Iggy Pop is another and then there's 
me, I'm a different guy, and Charlie Chaplin is 
a completely another guy again," he concludes. 

That's that cleared up then. Eugene Hutz - 
angular, rabid brigadier of New York thrash-folk 
decadents Gogol Bordello -is a one-off. Born in 
the Ukraine at the height of the Cold War, Hutz 
fled Chernobyl's fallout in a fishing boat, grew 
up in sundry Eastern European gypsy communes 
and eventually settled in Vermont with his family 
-where his prototype aural menageries spanned 
The Fags and Flying Fuck. 

On relocating ("escaping") to New York 10 
years ago, Hutz modelled for Donna Karan (among 
others); helmed a flamenco reggaeton cult at a lewd 
downtown Bulgarian nitespot(" Eastern Europeans 
are really supportive of debauchery, " he applauds); 
made his Hollywood debut alongside boggle-eyed 
hobbit Elijah Wood (in Everything Is Illuminated); 
and recently completed a documentary, The Pied 
Piper Of Hutzovina -which chronicles one of his 
annual odysseys into lesser-known global musical 



minimise my luggage, everything's pretty 
disposable, apart from my guitar and my gypsy flag. 
They're always with me," he avows. "Books too." 
What's your current tour-bus reading? "It's a bit 
of a book called The Palm-Wine Drinkard, " he 
shrugs in a lazy Baltic drawl. "It's a like a totally 
mad, psychedelic, African tale-tosaythe least." 

"We saw the creatures that we called 'Drum', 
'Song' and 'Dance' personally, and these 
creatures were living creatures as ours. When 
these three fellows started at the same time, the 
whole people of the town, the whole people 
that rose up from the grave, animals, snakes, 
spirits and other nameless creatures, were 
dancing together with these three fellows. 
When the whole people of that town and bush 
creatures started dancing together none of them 
could stop for two days. " 

-AmosTutuola, The Palm-Wine Drinkard 

Here are Gogol Bordello live: orgies, accordions, 
drum-fucking, dog-barking, pyrotechnics, pirate- 
dancing, whirling zombies, naked degenerates, 
acrobatics, fire-eating, stage-scaling, wax-guzzling: 
bright United Nations chaos. "Yeah, a lot of fun 
comes from baptising people, you know, doing 
their first time." Hutz salaciously curls his abundant 
moustache. "But another kind of fun is where we're 
playing for thousands of people who know us, all 
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'I end up going all the way to completely deserted areas, just 
to find people that will actually blow me away'- Eugene Hutz 




going fucking insane," he claims, and he's 
unmistaken. They render crowds compelled to 
dance for days. 

Do you enjoy a reciprocal abandonment from 
music? "Oh yeah! I just gone to Spain and to France, 
to gypsy pilgrimages," Eugene enlivens, "and there 
were flamenco musicians that were totally not 
known, like down-and-outers, very different to 
what we know, and they were amazing, totally 
insane. Same thing in Ukraine," muses our musical 
highwayman. "I met like a gypsy group that was 
basically playing on trains and at local weddings and 
funerals and so, I joined them, they welcomed me as 
a brother into the band..." he trails off, and smiles. 

"It's all about musical communication, with kind 
of unprofessional but totally authentic artists," he 
resumes, enthused. "To me, to see real music in its 
own habitat is so important. And it's great to play 
with these musicians because there's a lot of 
repertoire that's dying, actually - the traditional stuff 
that never gets anywhere, that never gets known. " 

Do you feel a sense of responsibility to explore 
and document these untapped, declining musical 
forms? Do you consciously assimilate them? 

"Oh yeah, for sure. Part of doing these trips was 
for scouting for talent for a New York gypsy festival 



that we're doing in October. It's about finding real- 
deal musicians, you know what I mean - not letting 
fuckin' World Music institutes near it, 'cause we 
know what they're gonna bring," he snorts. 

"But another big part of it is kind of 
unexplainable," Hutz intently hushes. "I guess 
I really can't live without that music- 1 guess it 
goes back to my own upbringing, where I got 
blown away by gypsy musicians from my family, 
you know? And since then, no rock concert, no rave 
does it to me anymore. " He is almost apologetic. 
"I end up going all the way to completely deserted 
areas, just to find people that will actually blow me 
away," he motions, wide-eyed. 

"I was a palm-wine drinkard since I was a boy 
of 10... I was drinking palm-wine from morning 
till night and from night and till morning. I could 
not drink ordinary water at all except palm wine. 
When there was no palm-wine for me to drink 
I started to drink ordinary water, but I did not 
satisfy with it as palm-wine. " 

- Amos Tutuola, The Palm-Wine Drinkard 

Is that why you started your own band - because 
nothing around you could slake your craving for 



music? "Absolutely. I think that at one point 
I realised I was utterly frustrated with predominant 
forms of music, and nothing was doing it for me," 
he quickens. "Sol was just like, what the fuck, I'm 
gonna do it myself. And it was the same with other 
people. In New York, I met other people who were 
in the same mind-frame, who just really couldn't 
fuckin' bear, you know, ongoing fuckin' crap." 

Perhaps it's this zeal for aesthetic atonement; 
for inducing socio-cultural uproar, that's led 
the Ukrainian Pied Piperto Hollywood: Hutz 
acknowledges Lenin's notion of cinema as vital 
artistic mass medium. Any plans for further celluloid 
adventures, following last year's lauded debut? 

"Well, there are a couple of roles," he nods, 
" but I can't really declare them at the moment, 
because they're kind of competing one over the 
other. " They're fighting over you? A chuckle. Isn't it 
great to be fought over? "Eh, no," he counters. "I 
wish that it would just be decided with and fuck it. " 

You should do a Rom Com - a romantic comedy. 
Who would be your leading lady? "Woah, not that 
whole fuckin' thing. I don't know. I guess... actually, 
Iggy Pop could play a nice old leading lady for me, 
that'd be great! " he exclaims, with a wave goodbye, 
and a glint in his eye, and a lust for life. 
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PETER BJORN& JOHN 

Writer's Block 

Released August 14th on CD and LP 

Deout UK album release for this Swedish three piece, 
includes the single. "Young Folks' and a host of fantastic 
songs that combine classic indie-pop songs with a touch 
of the dreamy hsie ol classic shcegaiers. 60s psych 
and much more besides . 

"Young Folks", the single, «n stores from August 7th 
on 7". CD Single and remix 12" 

"Bongo rattling perfect pop from Sweden" NME 

"You must hear it at once." SUNDAY TIMES 

"the perfect song to get you in 

the mood lor summer" DAZED & CONFUSED 

www.peterbiornandjohn.com 




ESPERS 



In stores now on CD 

Second foil album from Philadelphia's psycMolk sextet. 
Espers. Recorded in Philiy by frontman Greg Weeks, 
it takes their sound to new heights - it's heavier, tighter, 
darker and more witchy. Undoubtedly a treasure to be 
found in the sea of new folk; if you enjoyed their 
previous work, or If you are a folk i rock Ian who has 
new heard them before, you will not be disappointed. 

"A bewitching record" MOJO- 4/5 

"One of the psych-folk revival's finest records yet" 
UNCUT - 4/5 

"Sweet folk stuff gone dark and psychedelic... 
amazing hippy shit" STOOL PIGEON - 4/5 

www,espe rs.org 




THE BRONX 

The Bronx 

Released September 11th 

on CD and limited edition CD 

Stunning second album from our favourite 

Los Angelas punk rock 'n' rollers. 

This takes the visceral thrill of their first album but 

intensifies it through the production talents of 

Michael aemhorn {Soundgarden. Social Distortion, 

Marilyn Manson etc) who gets to grips with the 

band's finest songs to date. 

First single to be taken from the album is 
-History's Stra rulers', released on limited 7* 
and as a download on September 4th. 
Look wit tor the video Online now,.. 

Their new. second album is like a cut that doesn't 
heal, a stunning 33 -minute blast of reality in it's 
totally fucked glory." ALTERNATIVE PRESS 



Waoq www.wichita-recordings.com 
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jme 



Words: Melissa Bradshaw 
Photography: Alice Rosenbaum 



Everybody knows JME is a badman. 

"In primary school I played the recorder. And then at secondary school 
- Skepta used to play. .. I think it was the saxophone - that one that you have 
all the bits you put together. But he only played it for I ike, a year..." (brrring 
brrring) "Wait a sec. Jammer? I'm in an interview... oh oops, I hung up. So he 
played the saxophone. And I was in the choir, I was lead tenor. " 

Now he's passed his second year at university while being probably the 
hottest buttered Eccles cake in grime, dashing from country to country, crashing 
motorbikes, raising the profile of Boy Better Know -an umbrella name for the 
work of him, Wiley and Skepta (JME's brother) - hitting the top of the MySpace 
charts before Tom MySpace had even taken heard of The Plastician's 'Get Grime 
on MySpace' campaign and added it to the music categories. 

Poomplex, the second of the infamous JME mixtapes is BAAD ! It's great 
for magpies, cuz grime beats have stopped sounding so shiny and new since 
everyone is trying to sound like someone else, and people have forgotten that 
the good grime was the stuff that turned sounds inside out and put the noises 
in strange places: "Some people just go back to a track they did before, get the 



'Everything we do now is 
musical, even the clothes 



we wear 



page open, press 'Save As', give it a new name and just change the instruments 
or the pattern slightly. I NEVER do that. Poomplex is grime tempo but it's 
anything goes really. " It's in things like the mad drum pattern that drops 
two-thirds of the way through classically grimey 'RU Dumb' and the all-out 
innovations of 'Pence' that Boy Better Know gives the momentum you longed 
for. On top of this, there's the ultra-cool Tropical project, which started when 
JME came home and found The Plastician and Skepta at his computer, making 
some funky house for a laugh. 

Yes, everyone knows JME is a badman. Yet though half the world -from 
MTV to his mum, who takes his Boy Better Know T-shirts out of his wardrobe to 
wear herself -follows his every move adoringly, he still needs his space, people, 
cuz that's how he writes best. At school he couldn't MC to crowds even though 
he'd been on radio: "At the radio station you can just stand on your own in the 
corner... I still need to wee when I get to the stage door at performances! I had 
to explode into some fake confidence - and it's worked ! " 

Nowadays JME and his brother are the the kings of slangy memes: phrases 
like "shuuhutyuh Mouth", "gornengornen", and of course "boy better know" 
-that originated in JME and Skepta's youthful banter -are the staple of rude 
(rooo) kids, er, worldwide. "Stereotypical lyrics just go straight past me, I don't 
even wanna listen. If you take your general conversation and start writing lyrics 
from that. . .that's the best. Like if someone's said something that's funny: the 
best thing to catch someone onto a lyric is humour. Otherwise you're forcing 
yourself to write a lyric, which is kind of semi-ish fake, because you're just trying 
to be an MC." Meanwhile, tracks like '96 Bars Of Revenge' and 'Serious' have 
established JME as a commentator on grime's atavism, a microcosmic self- 
reliance that has been described as an T don't give a fuck' attitude in the face 
of blatant prejudices but which, without the necessary internal quality control 
mechanisms, can (and does) produce repetitiveness and f laccidity. 

Did the younger Jamie Adenuga ever envisage his glittering status? 

"No! I thought I'd MCfora little while, then go to uniand be a big man 
with a car and a job in an office. I thought I'd still somehow work in music. But 
everything we do now is musical, even the clothes we wear. I saw someone 
in myT-Shirt in Oxford Street the other day, so I shouted "Boy Better Know" 
and he shouted back! I think I'll do this forever." 

www.myspace.com/jmeserious 
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Special low-price compilation of all the bands non-album 
tracks and previously unreleased live recordings. 



Released August 21st on CD/D'load. 
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in the mix: ariel pink 

of son 
getting up in the morning, and some others I like. 



Here's a selection of songs that have to do with 



The Beatles 'Yes It Is' 

The Beatles 'A Day In The Life' 

"Woke up jumped out bed, dragged a comb across 

my head..." 

Kevin Ayers and Syd Barrett Singing A Song In 

The Morning' 

R Stevie Moore 'I Wanna Sleep' 

Opus life Is Life' 

Sweet Smoke 'Darkness To Light' 

R Stevie Moore 'I See Stars' 

"When I get up in the mornin'l brush my wisdom 

teeth. . . " 

Second Hand Fairy Tale' 

Vashti Bunyan 'Just Another Diamond Day' 

Incredible String Band 'My Father Was A 

Lighthouse Keeper' 



Sonq In 







cooking with: james yorkston 

"Beryk's Las Alpujarras Special: this is a meal 
that my good friend Beryk Gato cooked me when 
I visited her house near Sierra Nevada. We washed 
it down with Cuarenta y Tres, which is a cheap, 
sweet orange drink I imagine is drunk by Spanish 
teenagers. Afterwards Beryk fell asleep in a 
cardboard box and we didn't see her for days. Not 
sure if the food was to blame or the sticky liquor. " 



Ingredients: 

1 block of marinated tofu 

1 organic aubergine 

1 organic courgette 

1 tin of organic tomatoes 

6 organic cherry tomatoes 

Fresh basil 

Olive oil, salt and pepper, garlic 

Organic spaghetti 



"Warm a large splodge of olive oil, add the 
tin of tomatoes, finely chopped garlic, roughly 
chopped cherry tomatoes, salt and pepper. Leave 
on medium heat to reduce. Should take about 30 
minutes, but the longer the better. 

" Meantime, heat the griddle, add a wee splash 
of olive oil and chop the vegetables and tofu into 
large slices. Griddle them until they're all nice and 
cooked through. Both sides now. Once all the 
vegetables and tofu are cooked, heap them all 
together on the griddle and put them on a low heat, 
just to keep them warm. Chop the basil and add to 
the tomato sauce. Serve with organic spaghetti." 

first record: broadcast 

"'Stand And Deliver' by Adam And The Ants. I was 
nine years old. A lot of the hard kids were into it, 
which seems a bit odd now. When I first bought 
into Ant Music it felt real good, like I was in with 
those hard kids... part of their 'crew'. I bought an 
AC/DC record after that and became very confused. 
Silly really, because the Dandy Highwayman had 
already made everything perfectly clear." 
(James Cargill, instruments/programs) 




cansei de ser sexy 

Words: Ana Garcia and Tathianna Nunes 
Illustration: Anke Weckmann 



Cansei De Ser Sexy, Portuguese for 'tired of being 
sexy', come from Sao Paulo, Brazil. Formed by 
Lovefoxxx (vocal), Ana (guitar), Carol (drums 
and guitar), Luiza (guitar), Ira (bass) and Adriano 
(drums, keyboards, bass and production) in 2003, 
CSS sprang from an urge to make something 
unpretentious, pulsating, chaotic, electro and fun. 
Their self-titled debut album is out on Trama Virtual 



'I start to imagine the 
video with Jesse and 
Sebastien coming out 
of the curtain' 

- Lovefoxxx 



in Brazil, and they've just released it on Sub Pop for 
the rest of the world. Put a little bit of The B-52's 
and Devo with the lo-f i Casio pop of Stereo Total 
and Chicks On Speed, and you still won't get it. 

Before Lovefoxxx headed for a mega tour of 
the US with Bonde do Role and Diplo, we had 
a small chat on the phone. 

I've been to many of your shows and it's 
amazing how people are all over you. How do 
you handle it? 

"It's strange. One time this guy jumped onstage 
and tried to kiss me. The second time he did that, 
I fell down and wounded my arm. Then this girl bit 
me. Bitch ! She thought it was cool. My arm got 
black because of the blood. I don't even like to think 



about it. It makes me want to punch this girl, but 
she would probably like it. " 

I heard that all of you but Adriano could 
hardly play when CSS started. How did you 
all hookup? 

"I went out one night and met up with Ira 
at the first show of her other band, Verafisher. 
I already knew her from the night and alcohol. 
So, she came up to me and said 'I want to make 
a really lo-f i band, something really terrible -want 
to join?' I have always wanted to be in a band, since 
music is so constant in my life. But seeing as I didn't 
know how to play and it was supposed to be 
something really dirty, I suggested playing guitar. 

"In our first rehearsal, I arrived late and didn't 
bring a guitar because I didn't have one, so I ended 
up singing. It sounded like shit and the next day 
I didn't have any voice." 

Which is your favourite song? 

"let's Make Love And Listen To Death from 
Above' is my favourite song. I love the bassline. 
'. . . Death From Above' totally changes my humour 
- 1 get so happy, and I start to imagine the video 
with Jesse and Sebastien coming out of the curtain 
during the bass solo..." 

Who's your favorite pop star at the 
moment? 

"Mu-Mutsumi Kanamori. She's Japanese. I just 
bought her record and I'm going to send her an 
email. She is incredible. She has a song called 'Paris 
Hilton' that is really good. She dances just like a 
chicken. But her best song is 'Stop Bothering 
Michael Jackson'." 

www.myspace.com/canseidesersexy 
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TALKIN LOUD CLASSICS 




IUYORICAN Si 

NUYORICAN SOUL 



ding 

'The Nervous Track' and remixes 
from MAW, Armand van Helden 
and more. 



Bonus CD of 9 tracks including 
'Sincere' (Wookie mix) and 
'Crazy Love' (Todd Edwards 
Underground mix). 



'Don't You Worry 'Bout A Thi 
(Frankie Foncett Mix). 



GALLIANO 

THE PLOT THICKENS 




URBAN SPECIES 

LISTEN 



ks including 

les 'South of Delta 

ix of 'Listen'. 




4 HERO 

CREATING PATTERNS 



TERRY CALLIER 



TERRY CALLIER 

TIMEPEACE 




Available at midprice August 2006 from all good music stockists 

Coming autumn 2006 - Courtney Pine Modern Day Jazz Stories, Roni Size Reprazent New Forms (Deluxe Edition) 



www.talkinloud.co.uk 
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Words: Alex Macpherson ^% 

Illustration: Lady Lucy ^^ ■ I #1 





Alex Macpherson worships at the altar 
of Xtina, takes a trip to Paris and raves 
against the dying of the light 



If you find yourself listening to any record by any band comprising boys and 
guitars, stop immediately: life's too short. Pay no heed to Lily Allen's dreary ska 
or Plan B's decision to cross grime with James Bluntian acoustica either. Dismiss 
all those who claim to make 'perfect pop' while proving themselves woefully 
ignorant of the form, incapable of approaching it from anything other than 
a clumsy indie standpoint (hello, The Pipettes). 

Embrace instead music that pushes you to your physical limits: the sounds 
that underpin those hedonistic summer nights that turn into days which turn 
into daze. A deluge of 1 2-inch records has been bringing me synaesthesia 
out the ying yang, so dig your own rave with the following setlist: Dominik 
Eulberg's 'Der Buchdrucker' (Trapez) treats the dancer like a marionette, pulled 
this way and that by dollhouse-scale tinkles of melody. Shane Berry's 'Freed' 
(the B-side to 'Losttime' on Trapez), an industrial-strength machine which purrs 
and whirrs itself into a twitching, juddering frenzy. The whole of Jonas Bering's 
imperious, sweeping lost Paradise' EP(Kompakt), particularly the piano- 
dappled, synth-dazzled horizons of '37°2'. Hometrainer's 'Jennifer Lopez' 
(the B-side to 'Take Me Down' on Doxa) is pure booty fun, a paean to everyone's 
favourite diva brand which will be the perfect bridge from house to hip hop in 
a DJ set, while FunkD'Void & Phil Kieran have come up with some twisted evil 
on 'Worm Of MouthVTick Tick Tick' (Soma). 

And never forget the power of the rmx: Trentem0ller's take on The Knife's 
'We Share Our Mother's Health' (Brille) climaxes with a truly astonishing 
break, the tenor voice of the original pitchshifted up and up and up until, as 
if a curtain's being drawn back, it's revealed that Karin Dreijer was duetting 
with none other than herself all along. Do not go gentle into that good night; 
rave, rave against the dying of the light. 
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gang rave 

It seems odd to class any of this as underground - 1 0,000 gang ravists can't be 
wrong - but dance music's presence in the charts has been depressingly non- 
existent recently. Who better to fight against the rising tides of Britpop revivalists 
than the Queen of Pop herself? Madonna's 'Get Together' (Maverick) aligns 
itself firmly with leftfield dance culture -to all intents and purposes, it's Kylie's 
love At First Sight' over Booka Shade's 'Mandarine Girl', a blatant rip which 
does its job of taking these sounds into the mainstream superbly, while remixes 
come courtesy of James Holden and Tiefschwarz. The impact of such a high- 
profile popstar selling these sounds -to America, no less- is potentially 
huge: I can't wait for every two-bit pop songwriter to follow Madonna into 
this territory until it becomes the dominant sonic template of the charts, 
perpetuating the cycle of self-cannibalisation which drives the motor of pop. 
Speaking of which: why is formulaic, completely generic r'n'b always so 
goddamn irresistible? I'm talking about the stuff you hear Hackney kids playing 
on their mobile phones on the bus, the real lowest common denominator 
productions, buffed and polished to precision with knife-sharp synth strings and 
flutes. Chris Brown's 'Gimme That' (BMG), in which the barely legal schoolboy 
- "Just turned 16", as he reminds us- works himself into a hormonal frenzy over 
an older lady, is twink r'n'b par excellence; and then there's the Pussycat Dolls, 
so unsuccessful on inventive material such as their debut 'Don't Cha', but 
majestic and totally right for the superficial hottness of magnificent new single 
'Buttonz' (Universal). Neither bring anything new to the table, but the way in 
which they adhere so rigidly to a format is analogous to following a recipe for 
the perfect cupcake to the letter: you do not fuck with ingredients, quantity 
or timing, because you know how exquisite the end product will be. 
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shakin' that ass 

This isn't to say that there aren't people engaged in rewriting the recipe 
book to superb effect elsewhere, though. Dem Franchize Boyz' 'Lean Wit 
It, Rock Wit It' (Virgin) continues to take hip hop's quest to find the barest 
minimum of sound with which it can still get crunk to a new extreme, while 
Chamillionaire's 'Ridin' (Universal) swaggers and drawls over bass which 
will make you feel like a king. Cassie's'Me&U'(Bad Boy) is a tour deforce 
of restrained passion with an undercurrent of fear - as if this liaison has been 
precision-planned with the exactitude of a military operation, but now that 
Cassie has him in her hands she finds that she doesn't quite know what to do. 

Nelly Furtado's in playful mood on 'Promiscuous' (Polydor), trading 
flirtatious sobriquets with Timbaland like a classic volley exchange. The balance 
of power shifts with each line, both Nelly and Tim flipping between pursuit and 
resistance, wrong-footing the other then beckoning them come hither again. 
T-Pain's'l'm N Luv (Wit A Stripper)' (BMG) is ludicrously funny, too, naive 
where Nelly and Tim were suave - but surely no stripper could resist R Kelly's 
declaration that, "/ must be the first man to ever fall in love with an ass/Gonna 
go down on my knees and ask that ass to marry me ". 

Rihanna s 'Unfaithful' (Def Jam) is a rather curious r'n'b ballad. Piano-heavy 
and overblown, it sounds uncannily like Delta Goodrem. On it, Rihanna likens 
infidelity to murder, casts herself as a reluctant assassin, and blurts out, "I may 
as well take a gun and put it to his head, get it over with". If you don't get 
caught up in the weepy melodrama of it all, you have no heart. Also having 
relationship difficulties is Kelly Rowland - but she can at least comfort herself 
with the fact that the astonishing 'Gotsta Go' (Sony) is the first song on which 
she's convinced as a viable solo artist. Over fuzzy crunk synths, she delivers an 
imperious vocal performance, her contralto quivering as the song builds to 
its stunning wordless hook filled with fire and ice and pride and dread. 

girls on top 

Kelly could do worse than taking a leaf out of Shimura Curves' book. 
'Stronger' (Brainlove) is the sound of scales falling from their eyes and 
blossoming into gorgeously pretty harmonies and twinkling music box 
melodies. The ladies about town intone the killer line- "My sin wasn't that 
I was angry or was hateful; it was that you wanted to save me, and I wasn 't 
grateful" -with serenity and self-sufficiency, and the song takes its place with 
ease alongside those other pop anthems to female emotional liberation of the 
same title by Britney and Sugababes. 

For others, head-over-heels romance set to old school horns is clearly the 
theme of the summer: Christina Aguilera's back, and sounding like she's 
going to burst with the sheer joy of it all on 'Ain't No Other Man' (RCA). The 
Xtina signature holler is possibly the single most formidable weapon in pop 
today -forceful and thrilling enough to wake the dead, the sheer power 
(technical and emotional) behind it feels like she's just stopped the world 



Why is formulaic, completely 
generic r'n'b always so 
goddamn irresistible? 



turning, mid-axis, and sent it spinning back the other way. It's put to excellent 
use here: "Told my mother! My brothers! My sisters and my friends! " she 
yelps gleefully amid mini-explosions of horns, totally made for spontaneous 
inventions of cute dancefloor moves. Xtina sounds vital, alive, brimming with 
confidence, a girl on the absolute top of her game. 

paris is burning 

Following the rumours of collaborations with Missy Elliott, Lil' Jon, Three 6 Mafia 
and LeTigre, I'd envisaged Paris Hilton's foray into pop as a brutal, banging 
crunk thing, preferably with the lady herself bellowing about how rich and 
beautiful and fabulous she is over the top. I didn't expect a loping, unassuming 
cod-reggae strut which sounds like Gwen Stefani doing 'The Tide Is High', 
and neither did I expect 'Stars Are Blind' (Warner Bros) to be genuinely moving. 
Within the sweet nothings of the lyrics are all those real, tentative emotions 
that come with crossing the line from a crush into something more. There are 
breathy backing vocals which sound intimate and tender and gentle. There 
are double meanings, should you wish to hear them, which are unbearably 
poignant when related to Hilton's tabloid lifestyle: "Some people never get 
beyond their stupid pride/But you can see the real me inside, "she murmurs. 
She's throwing her f lesh-and-blood reality in the face of those who dismiss 
her as an automaton even as her tone suggests it's a shocking self-discovery. 
To be so determinedly blonde and popular in an age where 'authenticity' 
is valued above all other qualities is to allow one's self to be patchworked from 
the thoughts of those who won't even like you for it. Paris sounds as if she 
understands this fully, and her smiles in the video are the smiles of a woman 
with more insight and self-knowledge than even she'd realised. 




playlist: totally radio 

Words: Everett True 
Illustration: Holly Wales 

I'm From Barcelona -We're 
From Barcelona (How Does It 
Feel To Be Loved?) 

If Christianity was half this euphoric I'd 
be down the front each and every week. 
A 40-strong indie choir sways from side 
to side, and sings rapturously about love. 
Of course, they're from Sweden. 

GI*xo Babies -Who Killed 
Bruce Lee (Cherry Red) 

Abrasive late Seventies Bristol post-punk 
band trades conspiracy theories about kung- 
fu heroes over a taut, edgy, nervous groove. 
Far superior to Gang Of Four. 

The Long Blondes 

- Weekend Without Makeup 

(Rough Trade) 

Charity store chic meets forgotten 
Eighties Scots pop band Jesse Garon 
& The Desperadoes meets early-twenties 
paranoia. It's all in the way Kate holds 
her microphone, you know. . . 

The Weird Weeds - Bad 
Dreams (Sounds Are Active) 

Jandek collaborator creates spooked, 
minimalist record full of subtle beauty 
andkalimba. 

Wayne County - Are You A Boy 
Or Are You A Girl? (Munster) 

NYC's own Seventies transgender queen 
hams her way through the raw-assed 
Sixties garage classic, coming on like 
a cross between a very lewd Judy Garland, 
Divine and our own Peaches. 

Herman Dune 

-Your Priorities (Parklife) 

David Ivar and Andre do their whole 
effortless, 'we can create pop music 
of considerable beauty and rousing 
choruses while swigging beer and chain- 
smoking' thing all over again, recorded 
spontaneously for The Colmar Tapes. 

Mika Miko -Take It Serious 
(kill rock stars) 

Classic kill rock stars territory. . .a girl starts 
screaming and the whole world seems 
to implode. 



Manic Cough 

- Lips And Hips (Purr) 

Like the ghost of Bikini Kill resurrected and 
given a good kicking. 

The Chordettes 

- Hummingbird (el) 

Think Hidden Cameras or Final Fantasy are 
twee? Think again. Close harmony singing 
angels from the Fifties, The Chordettes 
made Doris Day and The Andrews Sisters 
sound like Pantera... a//nosf. 

M Ward - Requiem (4AD) 

From his forthcoming album Post-War, 
Portland's soulful musicologist plays it 
a little straighter this time round, but this 
is beautiful: chugging and infused with 
the dust from a thousand lost soldiers. 

The Distractions - Time Goes 
By So Slow (Korova) 

Back when Paul Morley meanf something, 
he used to write about music like this: 
a shimmering, oddly trebly, forgotten, 
late Seventies, Mancunian pop gem -The 
Zombies, as directed by Ken Loach. 

The Bobby McGee's - Molly's 
Lips (Cherryade) 

Dostoevsky sings Lonnie Donegan: now 
there's a concept! 

First Nation - Awakes 
(Paw Tracks) 

Animal Collective affiliated sorts overdose 
on a surfeit of toy instruments, Residents 
coloured vinyl and Raincoats B-sides. . . 
well, we've all been there. 

Lord Invader & His Calypso 
Band - Pespi-Cola (Rev-Ola) 

Dynamite, brass-sweetened, Fifties 
Trinidadian calypso - what more could 
you wish for? 

Ut- Evangelist 
(Blast First/Mute) 

Absolutely. 

You can hear Everett True alongside Jon 
Slade and Stephanie Goodman most 
weeks on www.totallyradio.com 
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documentary style: the lilys 

" I have yet to read Hammer Of The Gods or Shakey 
nor have I seen fat The Document, Don't Look 
Back, or any of the standard rock investigations. 
I don't think I have ever even seen a VH 1 Behind 
The Music. But I watched the last half of The Last 
Waltz about 12 years ago and man, I have always 
loved The Band. 

"Levon Helms plays music the way birds fly, such 
natural grace and ability and Robbie Robertson is 
just such a talent. If Robertson had a oppressive 
dominating ego, I never would have picked up on 
that. I'll talk about the parts of The Last Waltz that 
I have seen. I think one of the funnier moments 
of the movie is when every last one of the people 
whose band played during the concert all gets up 
on stage for one last final jam. Everything seems 
to be going well until Ringo Starr takes a drum fill 
and on the last hit he gets the cymbal stand, not the 
cymbal. From that point on, Ringo just starts to drift 
off and at one point you can see Levon looking at 
Ringo, going, "Come back, my man, the one is over 
here". Everyone in the film looks like they are tired; 
really, really tired. 

"The part of the film that had the most 
profound effect on me is at the very end. They 
are all on acoustic instruments and one of them is 
playing calliope, a organ you pump with your feet. 
The chords are just the most beautiful and perfect 
way to wrap up a movie. 

"And it's all natural. Just the way I like it." 
(Kurt Heasley, singer) 

first record: the drones 

"Led Zeppelin 4. It cost 10 bucks. I heard 'Immigrant 
Song' on the radio but didn't know what it was 
called... I bought all nine Zep records and that song 
was on the last one I got. It took nine weeks 'cause I 
used to get 1 bucks pocket money a week. Every 
time I went to the record store I'd see The Stooges' 
Raw Power and think, Jesus. . .who the fuck is that 
crazy dude? So I know that RawPowerwas the 
tenth record I ever got." 
(Gareth Liddiard, singer) 

i love: field music 

"One of the things I love most of all is when 
I'm writing a song, and at a certain point I can 
just tell what the whole thing is supposed to 
sound like. From that point on the song exists 
and you've got to try and capture it, but that 
moment is blissful. 

" I love looking up and seeing how things look 
against the sky - it's nice to get a sense of scale 
of how tiny human things are, but also how 
impressive, how ambitious they can be. Juxtapose 
something against the sky and becomes like an 
idyllic representation of itself. 

"You should always look up when you're 
walking around cities." 
(David Brewis, singer) 




blood on the wall 

Words: Leon McDermott 

Illustration: Daryl Waller 



"What's the sound of the album?" asks Courtney 
Shanks, one third of Blood On The Wall. " Urn . . . 
I don't know. My brain is kind of buzzing right 
now," says her brother Brad, before the pair 
settle on, "Uh...Beer. Beer and good times." 

This is what happens when you force a 
beautifully ragged bunch of Brooklyn noisemakers 
to submit to the interview process on a Monday 



Songs which rattle 
and clatter with glee, 
distortion and 
fearsome tunes 



morning, after a heavy Sunday night -though 
Courtney does manage to get the word 
"discombobulated" into the conversation. 

Along with drummer Miggy Littleton, who 
beats his kit to a pulp on the band's second album, 
Awesomer (out on FatCat in August, and so 
named because it was "more awesome" than 
its predecessor), the Shanks siblings (Courtney on 
bass; Brad on guitar; both on vox) create the kind 
of blissful racket which you thought went out 
of fashion sometime around 1 993, snaking their 
way through prime Daydream Nation riffs and 
lumbering, fat-assed basslines. 

Go back and listen to your favourite records of 
that era - not the ones that have remained constant 
companions, but the stuff that you've not rewarded 
with tender care since abandoning it after three 



weeks of deep love back in the summer of '91 
-and they might fail to pack the brutal, headlong 
rush you were so convinced they had at the time. 
So some stuff doesn't stand up. Which is why 
Awesomer is so, well, awesome. It's a hyper- 
condensed trip back in time which is still completely 
now; three people locked in combat with their 
instruments and clawing their way from the rubble 
of the studio clutching songs which rattle and 
clatter with glee, distortion and fearsome tunes. 

There's the manic assault of 'Get The Fuck Off 
My Cloud'; the seductive 'I'd Like To Take You 
Out Tonight', nicely countered by the 50-second 
hardcore blast of 'Hey, Hey' and the Cramp-ed 
rumble of 'Dead Edge Of Town'. 

"We were listening to a lot of stuff like The 
Misfits," says Brad. "We liked that raw sound, so we 
gave our producer a bunch of records to listen to." 

"I made him listen to this one song off [Led 
Zeppelin's] Physical Graffiti over and over again, " 
confesses Courtney. Which one? "Oh, what's 
the name of it?" Brad: "'In The Light?'" 
"No, no. ..the weird one... 'Boogie With Stu!'" 

"We didn't really think about what to sound 
like," says Brad. "We were, like, 'Right, we're 
going in the studio. It's gonna be great.' And then 
it got closer and closer and itwas like, 'SHIT! We 
need more songs!'" 

"And now, we get to do a third album ! " says 
Courtney. "And I figure, even if we make a stinker, 
at least we can say we tried. " 

"Dude, we're not gonna make a stinker, it's 
gonna be great." 

Maybe they could call it Awesomest. 

www.myspace.com/bloodonthewall 
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THE SLEEPY 
JACKSON 

Personality - 

One Was A Spider, 

One Was A Bird 

Includes 

God Lead Your Soul 

& twelve other instant 

summer classics 



The amazing new album 
Out July 24 

On tour from July 12 



"Beach Boys harmonies, string 

drenched melodies. The perfect 

soundtrack to summer." 

NME 

"multi-layered backing vocals 

and summery hooks tickle 

the spine with every listen. 

Charming." 

Mojo 4/5 

www.thesleepyjackson.com ^jfc_ 
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beirut 

Words: Sean Michaels 
Illustration: Kayle Brandon 



rekid 

Words: Robin Wilks 
Photography: Emily Graham 



"I'm physically incapable of playing 
a guitar," Zachary Condon says, 
without a lick of disappointment. He 
has broken his wrist too many times. 
"My left arm," he admits, "is an inch 
and a half shorter than the right. " 

I don't know whether mismatched 
arms predispose one to the trumpet. 
I don't know whether they make it 



he died. . .The family estate consisted 
of an upright bass, saxophones, 
recording equipment, trombones, 
guitars, organs and pianos. My 
father sold it all around the time 
I was born." Zach grew up listening 
to his grandmother: "She played 
piano, accordion - the one I use now 
- bagpipes, and sang beautifully. " 



Love and longing and Budapest 
wedding nights 



easier to do a gypsy reel or sing a 
Slavic torch-song. I know simply that 
Zach's band, Beirut, has released one 
of the most singular debuts of 2006 
- Gulag Orkestar, all love and longing 
and Budapest wedding nights. 

But Zach Condon's not from 
Hungary. Nor from Beirut. He lives 
in Brooklyn and grew up on the 
coast of Virginia, a place of greens 
and blues. Beirut was born when 
his family returned from Virginia to 
Albuquerque in Condon's early teens. 
"After being raised around sailboats 
and an ocean, you can imagine how 
landlocked and frustrated my 
brothers and I were, moving back 
into the deserts of New Mexico. " 

So Condon turned to faraway 
musics - to tropicalia, early French 
and Italian disco, and after travelling 
in Eastern Europe, the wine-soaked 
songs of Macedonia's Kocani 
Orkestar, Romania's Taraf de 
HaTdouks and Hungary's Boban 
Markovic. Music-making ran in 
Condon's family. "My grandfather 
was reclusive in his old age, choosing 
to collect instruments and to record 
songs in his bedroom and attic until 



In Condon's late teens he set aside 
his preconceptions of American indie 
rock and pulled back out his trumpet. 
Collaborating with friends - including 
Hawk And A Hacksaw's Jeremy 
Barnes - he began to work on the 
songs that became Gulag Orkestar. 
Over Condon's bobbing 1 9-year-old 
voice is the soar of horns, the bang 
of percussion, the wild strum of 
mandolins and ukuleles. It's a style 
he compares to "old French chanteur 
lyrics or German folk songs", tunes 
for those who get crushes not just 
on people but on places. 

When Ba Da Bing Records released 
Gulag Orkestar in April, it found an 
unlikely fan club: internet music blogs. 
Condon's songs sent Beirut to the 
top of blog ranking sites like Elbo.ws, 
ahead of Radiohead, Fiery Furnaces 
and Gnarls Barkley. Suddenly Condon 
was playing sold-out gigs and trying 
to get used to a growing audience 
-and a growing band. "I wave my 
arms around a lot," he says. They 
now have a part-time wind section. 
More expensive ukes. And Condon's 
bought a flugelhorn. 

www.beirutband.com 



You're at your first ever rave in outer 
space, on a planet several galaxies 
removed from our own. You've finally 
managed to blag your way in, and 
your jaw drops at the sight of several 
thousand ravedroids tripping to 
whacked-out grooves. The tunes are 
danceable but sloooooooow, and as 
much about the silences between the 
sounds as the sounds themselves, 
which consist of twisted, warped 
samples laid over spaced-out beats. 

This is the sound of Rekid's album, 
Made In Menorca (Soul Jazz), which 
melds elements of abstract hip hop, 
cosmic disco, Detroit techno, icy 
European electronica, house, dub and 
funk into one potent blend. The man 
behind it, Brighton producer Matt 
Edwards, calls it a tribute to Detroit's 
masters of slower sounds, such as 
J Dilla and Theo Parrish, along with 
Eighties European electronica. 

"The tunes were originally done 
on the fly - 1 used to smoke a lot of 
weed, press 'record' and play the 
track, " explains Edwards. These early 
demos were, in some cases, three 
times as long as the album versions. 



every weekend; he makes widescreen 
sampladelica, together with his best 
friend Joel Martin, as Quiet Village. 
And he churns out club remixes as 
Radio Slave, with a phenomenal 
turnover of underground hits. He's 
now one of the most in-demand 
remixers around, reworking everyone 
from Kylie to Carl Craig to Kate Bush. 

His Radio Slave originals are not 
to be missed, either - check out crazy 
acid electro tune 'My Bleep', the first 
release on the Rekids label; there's 
a full album due next year. "The Radio 
Slave stuff is all about the moment," 
he says. "The Rekid thing is slower 
and more cinematic." 

Not that the latter aesthetic is 
incompatible with clubbing-as 
Edwards' inaugural DJ set as Rekid, 
later that night at London's Plastic 
People, reveals. Keeping the tempo 
low, he builds an invigorating mix 
touching on abstract hip hop, Italo 
disco, Detroit techno and extended 
Rekid originals. It climaxes as one 
hypnotic, intense techno track is 
segued seamlessly into Sixties French 
pop star Jacques Dutronc's les 



'The faster you go, the less space 
there is' 



" I love the idea of tracks that evolve, 
and are not really defined by time," 
he says. He even talks of making 
a two-track album in the mould 
of Klaus Schulze's Seventies prog- 
Balearic epic Miditerranean Pads. 
All this might lead you to peg 
Edwards as some kind of laidback 
hippie. But he runs his own label, 
Rekids; he travels the world DJ-ing 



Cactus'. Proof positive that slow 
doesn't equal subdued. 

"I've been talking to friends about 
doing parties with a policy to keep the 
BPM below a certain tempo," says 
Edwards. "The more you make music, 
the more you get into the silences, 
the space between the grooves. The 
faster you go, the less space there is. " 

www.rekids.co.uk 
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MISSED ME 



Tour diary: Amanda Palmer 
Illustration: Vincent Vanoli 



The loneliness of the long-distance singer 
Amanda Palmer of Dresden Dolls sends 
dispatches from the touring treadmill 




Last night in Berlin, for the first time in my life, 
I was actually awakened by two (I assume it was 
two) people having sex. Sex like you read about, sex 
like you rent at the porn store: serious, screaming, 
wild, pounding sex. They were in the hotel room 
above me, but they must have woken half the hotel, 
or at least everybody in the adjacent rooms. I felt 
the ceiling shaking; thwok, thwok, thwok, thwok, 
thwok, and then a rest, and another scream, and 
then silence for a moment. . .And then again. But 
I wasn't upset at all, even though it was about 
4:30am and I'd had a terrible time trying to get 
to sleep. This was exciting. I lay there smiling 
to myself, thinking, "I'm in a hotel room in Berlin, 
listening to people have sex like you rent at the porn 
store. " It made me feel happy, then horribly alone 
in my empty bed. I've been staying in this hotel 
room for three days, waiting to leave for home, 
where I'll only be for four days before turning 
around and coming right back. This has been 
the loneliest tour yet, and I've never wanted to 
be more alone. It's confusing, to say the least. 

The last three days of the proper tour were huge 
festivals. I remember the purgatory-like feeling of 
last summer -not many fond memories. Mostly 
images of trailers where we sat and waited to play; 
unfriendly people all waiting in the same miserable 
conditions; pointy shoes and rain. 

One day was good. There was some sun and 
some air and some shyness that was criminally 
vulgar. I hiked with Ricky, the Kaiser Chief, up 
the huge Dutch hill, and we looked down on the 
festival. There were tens of thousands of people 
gathered below, transfixed in the flashing lights 
and the spectacle of it all. Around us, European 
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Teenagers were smoking cigarettes and throwing 
trash into the tall grass. "You just played in front of 
allot those people," I said. "So did you," he said. 
Then we laughed: at the people, at ourselves, at all 
the trash. I look at his band and they look like they're 
having fun; he looks at my band and thinks we're 
having fun. We joke that this is the only hill in 
Holland; it was made after the war. 

world domination 

When I was nine, I went to summer camp. Not 
sleepover camp, but a sort of dregs-of-whoever- 
was-left day camp at the local recreation centre. 
I was one of the richer kids with intellectual parents 
who didn't believe in overnight camp (the way they 
didn't believe in sugar cereal or gel toothpaste or 
Nintendo). When there was a costume contest at 
the end of the summer, a la Halloween, I (of course) 
threw myself into it full force. 

Alongside the makeshift Draculas, Freddy 
Kruegers and Michael Jacksons, I went as The 
World. I sported an electric-blue leotard and tights, 
and onto my flat-chested, scrawny little body were 
safety-pinned Asia, Africa and the rest of continents 
that my step-sister helped me to cut out from green 
felt in the kitchen the night before, while my parents 
probably looked lovingly at their wholesome and 
intelligent children. 

But the majority of the contestants, who 
were mostly boys, went as boxers. Not boxers 
with Everlast belts, mouth guards, shiny warm-up 
capes and fancy boxing shoes. Just 1 0-year-old boys 
who had no costumes. Take off your T-shirt, throw 
it around your neck and when you are asked to 
parade on front of the judges, start punching the 



air as hard as you can: you're a boxer. I remember 
feeling both costume-proud and insanely jealous 
of those boxers and their raw power, as I stood 
there looking like a spoiled rich art fag in my 'The 
World' costume. I imagined them at home, eating 
sugar cereal and playing Nintendo till the sun came 
up, unable to buy materials for a clever costume 
because their parents were mean and on welfare. 
But they were punching, punching, swinging with 
everything they had, putting me to shame. 

the art of falling apart 

I fuck up onstage, a lot. I never play a song perfectly, 
and I think that's just fine and dandy. I've played 
'Girl Anachronism', by my count, over 1,000 times 
and I still fuck up the lyrics. I can forgive myself 
anything and everything as long as I am convinced, 
deep down, that I am trying as hard as I possibly can. 
I actually like it when things beyond my control take 
over and force some kind of snafu. I don't invite 
disaster, but when it comes in the form of a power 
outage or a blown monitor system or a broken 
keyboard, I notice how human I become on stage. 
And I notice, more and more and show by show, 
that people have not paid their money to sit down 
and witness perfection. They've come to experience 
something, feel something, see something real and 
human -and to err is human. The inevitable glitch 
of real life is more beautiful than perfection in my 
book. I believe the Japanese have a term for this. 

Smelling the heroin cooking from the next 
dressing room cubicle, never being able to escape 
the noise, wading through piles of trash - 1 live here, 
I keep reminding myself. The floor on which I tread 
daily is sticky from vomit and stained with ashes. 



I wanted to take pictures of 
every penis in every dressing 
room and make a nice little 
children's book 

I rarely see a dressing room wall without a drawing of a giant, hairy penis 
staring me in the face, bidding me a happy welcome: "Hello, Amanda!" 
I wanted to take pictures of every penis in every dressing room I've been in 
and make a nice little children's book. I wanted to take pictures of every piece 
of art hanging above every bed in every hotel I've ever stayed in and make 
a nice little flipbook. I wanted to do a lot of things. Sometimes I get a good 
view of the sky. Sometimes there's a hill nearby. 

After Ricky and I climbed down from the view, it was dark and the festival 
was over. Placebo had left the stage. We walked onto the space where we had 
both just played. Where the hordes of people had just stood was now a carpet 
of cups and bottles, with the smell of ashes, sweat, french fries and ripped-up 
dirt. We trudged through it with no snow-shoes, wondering who is going 
to pick this up before tomorrow, when it starts all over again. Machines? 
Immigrant workers, punching, punching, punching sticks into these cups 
at a rate of 2,000 cups and six euros an hour? 

Thwok. I remember when it seemed like staying in a hotel was a huge 
luxury. Now the fists pound on the door. "Housekeep-iiing ! Housekeep-iiing ! 
Housekeep-iiing! " Stab those plastic cups. Thwok, thwok, thwok, thwok, 
thwok. "Housekeep-iiing!!" Thwok, thwok, thwok! Shoot that heroin, my 
friend in the next dressing room. 

There's always somewhere out there a little less well off, isn't there? Bombs 
could be dropping, I could be OD-ing: there are much worse things out there 
than not getting your solitude. Solitude is a fucking modern phenomenon, 
anyway. They didn't have it back before the 1 500s. It was invented by da Vinci. 

sucker punches 

Every band has much the same story. Every famous singer I meet gives me that 
knowing 'you sucker' sympathetic look when you tell them you're been on the 
road for six weeks and don't have much of a break for the next six months. But 
they can't do much to help you. They know you know the way they knew when 
they were that sucker. That's what the wink they give you says: "Then where are 
you headed? Australia? Brilliant! Then back to the States? Then Japan? Lovely! 
Then Europe for another while? Good, good. New single coming out? Great. 
This is the push, you know! Someday you won't have to be this sucker." They 
pat you on the arm, but here they are themselves, some happier, some less, 
some more trapped, some more free than me, some on the other side already. 
We all talk about how we can't complain, because it's Just Wrong, when there 
are bands in vans playing to 12 people and children starving in China. 

And we all sit there, mumbling black ego humour to ourselves, cooking 
at a slow roast in the dressing-room trailer behind the tent, triumphantly safety- 
pinning another green continent to our electric-blue leotards. Grinning that 
toothless grin of empty accomplishment. Stealing jealous sideward glances 
as the boxers around us punch into the air. 





"I swam with the otter, yeah I did it/I swam 
with the otter and we played in the pool/It 
was such a perfect day. " 

The song is unsurprisingly called 'I Swam 
With The Otter.' And the baroque voice 

- somewhere between Lou Reed and Czech 
puppeteer -is menacing through 'Perfect 
Day' itself. This psychotic brilliance comes 
courtesy of Box Codax, otherwise known 

as Alexander Ragnew (that voice!) and Nick 

- or Nicholas, as he will introduce himself 

- McCarthy (those sounds ! ). 

Locking them together in one time and 
place proves impossible, but taking each 
separately allows us to piece together some 
sort of puzzle. Although the simple question 
of how they met offers up more questions. 

"OK, to make it short," begins 
Alexander, "Nick called me up one day. 



ultimately inspired pop music. Opener 
'Pollockshields Girls' proves that mixing 
Kraftwerk with Orange Juice ends up on the 
very wrong - but oh-so-delightful - side of 
DMX Krew. 'Like A Rock' goes on to sound 
like Sergio Leone in the playground, just 
going to show that some people can indeed 
cut it every which way they want. 

"For me, there is no distinction between 
writing and recording, " says Alexander. " It's 
an all-in-one process. So far, our rule has 
been: maximum one day for one song. Most 
of it is done on the road, in unreal places." 

Where does the subject matter for the 
songs come from? 

Nicholas: "Only God and Ragnew 
know that." 

"Hmm, interesting question," ponders 
Ragnew. " I prolifically borrow ideas from all 
different sources. I can only speak for myself, 



'We have been to the Swiss Alps, 
the German Alps and also the 
French Alps together' 



I took a bus to Glasgow, even though I hate 
public transportation - but somehow I felt 
it was important to go. Anyway, after my 
arrival we started recording in his flat's 
closet, out of pure curiosity. His flatmate 
got a bad headache from our creations 
so we had to stop. All this is part of the 
incarnation of Box Codax, and in fact some 
of those songs are on the album as well." 

Nicholas? "Oh, we have a long history 
of friendship before actually recording music 
together. We have been to the Swiss Alps, 
to the German Alps and also the French 
Alps together. A well-oiled friendship is 
the perfect start to a musical relationship." 

Their ace debut album Only An Orchard 
Away(\h\n Man) is mental, DIY, and 



but I haven't had a single original idea so 
far. It really sucks. But I know how to copy 
and paste." 

Of course, one man's copy and 
paste may be another man's defying 
categorisation, as I see nothing but 
originality at play here. Their influences 
prove difficult to pinpoint (" I would say 
all good and bad music has an influence 
on Box Codax - from Bach to Bananarama, ' 
Nicholas tells me), but with music this free 
and odd it hardly matters. 

I'm left feeling good and strange 
about this thing they're doing and, short 
of swimming with otters myself, there's 
nowhere else I should go. 

www.boxcodax.com 
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music that time forgot 

Words: David McNamee 
llustration: Till Thomas 




The Whyte Boots 

Breakout (Mercury) 

"No boy's worth the trouble that I'm in. . . " 

There wasn't much I could say. There's nothing 
sexier than someone who can't be saved, or so 
we say. Her opening words were cigarette smoke 
exhaled on visitor-room-partition glass. There's 
nothing cuter than love poems carved with a flick- 
knife. I guess it was love, I guess. 

I look at the only photo. Three girls in high- 
school-blouse gang colours, two staring through 
you with cold imperiousness, the other gazing 
resentfully at something off camera - all carrying 
coiled ropes, all wearing white boots. 

The Whyte Boots. 

Man, The Whyte Boots were so tight you 
couldn't slide a switchblade between 'em. No one 
ran where Rhonda, Page and Kathy ran. She knew. 
She knew what she was getting herself into. 

The Whyte Boots only got one single out before 
the big house called. 'Nightmare' -the nastiest pop 
homicide between 'Not Gonna Get Us' and 'All 
About Us' by tATu. It hit number 33 in the KNAK 
Boss 40 charts in 1966: "My friends, they said I could 
win. They said, don't /ether get away with it.. .She 
did take my Bobby away. Puttin' medown. Showin' 
everybody his ring. Well, I thought I'd like to scare 
her a little. But I never meant to hurt. . . or anything. " 

In slick, sorrowful, Morton-esque pop, she 
recounts the dreadful deed, while the other Boots 
- angels-with-homs on her shoulder- chant a soft- 
pop chorus of: "You can beat her! You can win! Get 
her! Get her! Push her to the ground! Get her! Get 
her! Push her down/" In the middle-eight, the song 
falls clean away, exposing jarring screams and 



taunts as the girl gets pinned to the floor and it all 
gets too much. The aggressors' shrill screams are 
like knives and cat-claws and Reign In Blood solos. 

"You can almost see them in an underpass 
or something," Trish Keenan, Whyte Boots fan and 
Broadcast singer, gushed. "It's really imaginative." 

It's a perfect pop song - quality teen death. 
Where The Shangri-Las skirted expertly around big, 



There's nothing 
cuter than love 
poems carved with 
a flick-knife 



unsaid Bads - parental rejection, teen pregnancy, 
and even (harrowingly) rape-The Whyte Bootsjust 
stuck the knife in quick and let the remorse bleed. 
Obviously, 'Nightmare' was a huge hit. 

Go magazine ran a tour diary with the band. 
In it, Page, Kathy and Rhonda giddily recounted 
shopping trips, swimsuit fashion shows and hunky 
army guys. It didn't read at all like the words of the 
cobra-eyed waifs in 'Nightmare'. This couldn't be 
the same girls - could it? It wasn't. 

The Whyte Boots never existed. The real Whyte 
Boots were Connecticut-born Lori Burton (nee 
Dolores Diana Squeglia), the wife of a recording 
engineer - deemed too 'ethnic' to be a pop singer - 
and Pam Sawyer, an Essex housewife who relocated 
to New York with her musician husband. Through 
their marital connections, the pair met and began 



writing songs - penning A-sides for Lulu, The O'Jays, 
Patti Labelle and more. 'Nightmare' was essentially 
an under-the-radar advertisement for Burton's 
potential asa solo star. It worked. Mercury signed 
Lori, releasing a stomping, soulful LP, Breakout. 

The album led to a dream deal with Motown, 
but the label's grinding bureaucracy stalled their 
output. Lori was the first to drop out, disillusioned, 
concentrating instead on raising hertwo children. 

Breakout was reissued last year by Rev-Ola, 
cementing its reputation as a forgotten gem. The 
single's background story is fascinating, but the 
real enigma in 'Nightmare' is the vicious fantasy 
that the song conjures, reining the listener in as a 
key component: the voyeur, the part of the make- 
believe that makes it work. 

"/ didn 't wanna fight. . . They were standing 
around me. " 

Lori sings and I sigh. The distant, untouchable 
Whyte Boots -too fast to live, too young to die, 
too good to be true. 

payback time: five revenge songs 

James Brown 'The Big Payback' 

Brooke Valentine 'I Want You Dead' 

"/ ran your car into a ditch/I poked holes in your prophylactics " 

PJ Harvey 'M-Bike/Legs/Rid Of Me' 

Blu Cantrell 'Hit 'Em Up Style (Oops!)' 

Credit card fraud I Blu goes on shopping spree with her 

girlfriends when she catches her man cheating. 

Justin Timberlake 'Cry Me A River' 

Mega-famous popstar does creepy revenge fantasy against 

ex-girlfriend and somehow gets the world not only on his side 

but more in lust with him than before. 

Alex Macpherson 
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Four-Calendar Cafe and Milk & Kisses 




Two classic albums remastered by Robin Guthrie 
Each album initially available in a limited edition digipak 

"Perhaps the most intensely musical group produced by these isles" - Mojo 

**** - Q Recommends - (Q) 

"Pristine remasters - sweet, late summer melancholy you can practically drink" - Word 

"Their finest and most accessible music" - Nation 

"Gorgeous" - The Telegraph 

One Up - Aberdeen, Avalanche - Edinburgh, Probe - Liverpool, Track - York, Jumbo - Leeds, Rapture - Witney, Rapture - Carterton, Rapture - Evesham, Solo - Exeter, Solo - Barnstaple, 
Sound and Vision - Barnstaple, Record Savings - Banbury, Chalky's - Banbury, Resident - Brighton, Rounder - Brighton, Sister Ray - London, Rough Trade - London 

www.universalmusJc.co.uk www.mercuryrecords.co.uk www.cocteautwins.com 
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"Intensely pergonal and 

refreshingly honest" 

The Sun 

"Beat Southern fried music. 

An album of dark but 

melodic Americana" 

Sunday Express 

"Beautifully detailed songs" 

Daily Mirror 

"Sung with feeling and 

dripping with emotion" 

Chris Coco (Radio 1) 



the buzz above 

album out July 17th 
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www. heynegrita.com 

www. myspace.com/heynegrita 
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syd barrett 

Words: Tim Footman 



I came at Pink Floyd from the wrong direction. I must have 
become aware of them first when I was about 1 1 , when 
'Another Brick In The Wall (Part 2)' was on Top Of The 
Pops, and gave us a bellowy slogan to rank alongside 
Jilted John's "Gordon is a moron ". The band's comedy- 
yob-punk credentials were raised when Bob Geldof 
starred in the movie. However, by the time their next 
album came out (1983's The Final Cut), I knew that this 
wasn't the sort of album I'd buy. Pink Floyd were like 
Supertramp and Asia and Yes; file under 'wrong haircut'. 

But somehow, I became aware that there was an 
earlier, odder, gentler, slimmer, better Floyd. I was 1 6 
before I got round to buying The Piper At The Gates Of 
Dawn; I took it with me when I spent an August week in 
Herefordshire with my friend Alex, on his parents' farm. 
We listened to 'Scarecrow' and 'The Gnome' and tried to 
replicate the effect with a cheap tape recorder and his 
sister's violin. We were aware of the hills and fields and 
wheat and sheep around us, but they suddenly looked 
and sounded and smelled and tasted different. Since the 
strongest substance we had to hand was cider, the record 
must have been powerful stuff indeed. 

I got the solo albums, but maintained a disdain for 
post-Syd Floyd. Pink Floyd, in any meaningful sense, had 
ceased to be with the final notes of 'Jugband Blues' on 
Saucerful Of Secrets. I acknowledged 'Wish You Were 
Here' and 'Shine On You Crazy Diamond' because they 
were about Syd, but they were still flabby and proggy. 

There was a sense of wilful otherness about being 
a Syd fan; the whole damaged outsider schtick, like being 
into Roky Erickson or Skip Spence or Brian Wilson or 
Daniel Johnston. But stabbing through the madness 
was this truth, this knowledge, the feeling that Syd knew 
something we didn't. Even at the bleakest moments, there 
was always a smile curling at the corner of his mouth. 

But there was also a paradox. Syd didn't want to be a 
star any more; moreover, he didn't want to have been a 
star. The obsessives who knew where he lived, who 
followed him to the Cambridge shops, who pretended to 
be from the gas board to get past his front door; they were 
as dangerous to his wellbeing as Mark Chapman had been 
to Lennon. It was OK to listen to his music, but to take it 
any further was to contribute to the pain. But since the 
pain had, in part, spawned the music. . . It was tough. 

Tom Stoppard's new play, Rock 'n'Roll, crams 
Cambridge, Prague, sex death, a couple of revolutions and 
lots of smashed vinyl into its two acts. But hovering over 
the whole thing is the spirit of Syd. He's first seen singing 
'Golden Hair'; he later appears offstage, fat, bald and 
buying loo roll. One of the last scenes involves a tutorial 
about Plutarch, dealing with the death of the god Pan. 
"There was a great cry of lamentation, " reads a geeky 
postgraduate, "not one cry but many. " 

Not many, just a few. The many were the ones who 
bought Dark Side Of The Moon. 

Syd Barrett, 1946-2006 




Sheffield phonographic corporation 



Words: Jean Encoule 






Star-date: 1901. Sheffield (Yorkshire, 
UK). A quartet of music loving 
Victorians (Thee Reverend, Tiffin 
The Tea Boy, Missy Tassles and The 
Baron) stare with incredulity at the 
police phonebox that stands before 
them emanating a mysterious and 
slightly unnerving sound. . . 

As if by magic The Doctor appears 
from within: "Children Of Victoriana, 
come with me to the 2 1 st Century 
in search of garage, surf, electronica, 
art-punk and indie-pop." 

Star-date: 2003. On arrival in said 
2 1 st Century, our aforementioned 
foursome quickly form rock'n'roll 
and pop'n'stuff type groups 
with names like Chuck and 
The Motherfuckers. 

Quickly realising that no one 
in their right mind is going to offer 
them a recording contract, the gang 
rapidly set about devising fiendishly 
clever schemes to commit their ideas 
and talent to vinyl (and in some cases, 
CDs too!). 



by the prying cameras of local 
production company Beautiful 
Thing), the four horsemen of 
Thee SPC apocalypse regularly 
compile their private journals 
into a magazine-shaped periodical 
- namely Thee Humbug - and 
sf/7/f ind time to present random 
radiophonic broadcast, Thee 
SPC Live, via that modern 
inter-web thingy at 
www.sheffieldlive.org. 

And as if this impressive range 
of products and services were 
not enough to earn them multiple 
knighthoods the next time The 
Queen has a birthday, Thee SPC also 
work tirelessly protecting the good 
name and cultural heritage of 
Sheffield (not just an IvorNovello- 
shaped statuette with a plaque 
reading 'Human League' -or a 
velvet-lined box set of fine cutlery 
-or a gang of lads singing about 
mobile phones, acne and ASBOs) 
by releasing kicking compilations 



'I couldn't give a flying shite. It's our music 
that's the important thing - and we know we're 

right good ! ' - Tarquin, The Mardy Bums 





rammed to the butt-hilt with cutting 
edge electronica. 

Hats off (and for any Timelords 
reading this, scarves too, please) 
to Thee SPC and their ever-present 
spirit of independency. Itwaseasy! 
It was cheap! Go and do it! 

Vive la DIY! 

www.theespc.com 

www.trakMARX.com 





Star-date: 2006. Our fabulous 
four have been delighting the 
gentlefolk of the Sheffield and 
Hallamshire district (and beyond) 
for some three years now with 
quality releases from a diverse 
roster including the likes of: 
Monkey Swallows The Universe, 
Champion Kickboxerand 
Smokers Die Younger. 

When they're not busy having 
a documentary made about them 
(Thee SPC have been followed 
around for the last two months 



Forthcoming from Thee SPC 

Thee Sheffield Radiophonic Workshop A collection of Sheffield 
electronic artists featuring Kings Have Long Arms, The Lovers, 
Conrad, Wrong Toy, The Pony Harvest, Michael J Cox, Darren Chuck, 
The Box Set, Heart Yeah and Thee SRW. 
www.myspace.com/theesrw 

Monkey Swallows The Universe 'Science' seven-inch/CD. A 
fantastic acoustic five-piece who write beautiful and beguiling songs 
about love, jealousy, apathy, imaginary friends and pirates. 
www.mstu.co.uk 

The Mardy Bums 'Put Wood In Hole' seven-inch. A Half-Man Half- 
Biscuit-dunking four-piece who have attracted hate mail and derision 
after naming their group after one of their favourite songs: Oliver 
(19) -vocals: "It's daft. I mean, that Preston bloke doesn't get grief for 
naming his crap band after a Morrisseysong, does he?" Barty (18)- 
bass: "If we wanted to be noticed for our name we'd've called the 
band The Bollox Arse, or something." Tarquin (20) -drums: "I 
couldn't give a flying shite. It's our music that's the important thing - 
and we know we're right good!" www.myspace.com/themardybums 



28 | plan b 




Out 7th August 

On tour with The Black Keys to Sept/Oct 

www.bloodmertdl&nmuiic.com 



Inara George All Rise 

CD / Download Out Now 

"Lowell George's daughter sends love letters 

from Topanga Canyon" 

UNCUT 

"George and her co-writer Michael Andrews 
(writer of Donnie Darko score) twist songs into 
baroque shapes, ornate orchestration 
complementing sweetly mysterious vocals" 
Q MAGAZINE 




ssShS****?. 




Support Your Indie Music Store 



www.loosemusic.com 
myspace.com/looserecords 



it h e 
'view 

wasted 




the single 
out 7th august 

7" coloured vinyl includes 
posh boys, cd includes 
comin' 1 down live and posh 
boys & the video 

watch the video for 
wasted little dj's at 
www.theviewareonfire.co. i 
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remote viewer: Chicago 

Words: Beth Capper 
Illustration: Linda Coulter 




The other night I saw a heavily drunk, 
overweight guy- a real Chicago dude 
-get up on stage in a blue collar 
karaoke club and sing his heart out 
to Robert Johnson's 'Sweet Home 
Chicago'. Despite his inebriated state, 
he belted out the words as though 
singing this ode to his city was an 
honour of the highest order. 

This is the effect that Chicago 
has on people. Whether you've been 
here your whole life, or whether 
you're searching for a new place to 
call home, Chicago has an enigmatic 
hc5ld that is undeniable. Just as this 
city impelled Johnson to write a song 
about it all those years ago, there is 



rock skewed with the strutting 
arrogance of rock 'n' roll. Their 
self-released record, Showbiz Witch, 
got them some recognition in 
renowned Chicago based DIY bible 
Punk Planet, and they just took their 
confrontational live show on tour 
around NYC, threatening to fight 
any East Village hipster kids who 
dared not to dance. 

Sterling's prowling and 
cacophonous epic instrumentals 
could soundtrack a Dario Argento 
movie. Featuring hard-hitting 
drummer Tony Lazzara (Milemarker, 
Atombombpocketknife) and local 
underground celebrity Al Burian 



Make Believe were playing a 
Christian youth venue when their 
drummer wrung out his shorts on 
the audience 



a well of talent in Chicago's musical 
underground clamouring to pay the 
place its due. 

Perhaps some of Chicago's most 
well-known musical residents are 
Butchy, Fay and Rob D - the trio that 
make up Pit-er-Pat. A couple of 
weeks back, I saw Pit-er-Pat play at 
a friend's surprise birthday party in 
the dimly lit confines of guitarist Rob 
D's attic space. Fairy lights littered the 
floor and ceiling while Fay's moody 
vocals seared with propulsive drums 
and clinking keyboards rendered the 
audience silent. 

Meanwhile, Mannequin Men 
make galvanic, mischievous punk 



(bass), who writes legendary 
punk rock fanzine Burn Collector, 
this quartet moulds the heavy metal 
meanderings of Slayer into precise 
and terrifying soundscapes. 

Six piece noiseniks Coughs 
make irascible and jarring avant big 
beat that sounds like Lightning Bolt 
covering The Raincoats. A woman 
screams demonically while a 
maelstrom of trumpet, and guitar 
reverberates to create a sound akin 
to a glass greenhouse collapsing 
into a million shards. 

Another Chicago favourite is 
Russian Circles, who sound like a 
more ominous take on Explosions In 



dandi wind / 

Words: kicking ^* 




It started with a misunderstanding, as is 
not terribly uncommon in my interviews. 
The press release that padded out the 
envelope containing my copy of the 
'nofuncity' EP gleamed with fun facts 
about how Montreal's Dandi Wind came 
to prominence via selling antique and/or 
distressed clothing on eBay, and how 
Canada's fashion mags were the first to 



" From there we decided, due to the 
public failure of our previous work, we'd 
try to do something more accessible but 
still honest - Dandi Wind. " 

Equals: Concrete Igloo, an album that 
features 1 4 songs and 1 videos. "I am 
a sculptor and animator, so anything 
I do will incorporate those things. I spent 
as much time on those as the music. " 



'Being in this band is like Cathy Come 
Home but more depressing' 



feature the band, pushing their sci-fi DIY 
schtick in photoshoots apparently taken 
some time after the apocalypse, all empty 
cities and permanent dusk. 

I formulated lots of questions about 
aesthetics and identity, about fashion and 
the attempt at least to control how you're 
perceived, express yourself without the 
media rerouting and diluting it. 

" Hmmm . . . None of the things you 
mentioned had anything to do with why 
we started Dandi Wind," read the reply, 
and I was ashamed. 

"Actually, Szam [man/machine 
interface - long hair, longer limbs, blank 
expression] and I [Dandi - ink black hair 
and make-up graffiti] arrived where we 
are now by way of meeting in theatre 
class in high school, which developed 
into collaboration on Szam's album 
artwork and performance pieces. 



OK, then. I know a good angle when 
I see one. Let's roll. 

INT. ROOM. DAY: A sealed room 
where the rules of nature don't apply, 
where there's no such thing as an 
inanimate object, the supernatural is 
just the far side of the spectrum, detritus 
flickering across the floor in stop-motion, 
haunted frames where our heroine has her 
hair pulled by telekinetic wires. The music 
is auto-destructive, feverish synth shivers 
and beats that fake the sound a rivet 
shot into an iceberg might make. 

She says: "We have no peers or even 
close musical friends, but Montreal does 
have some good bands such as Lesbians 
On Ecstasy, Les Georges Leningrad, 
Duchess Says, We Are Wolves. " 

INT. ROOM. DAY: A black catsuit in 
digital light, pixellating as the .mov file 
freezes, busting thru walls and staggering 
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The Sky. They underscore faint heavy metal 
impulses with tight, meticulous drumming 
and guitar and bass lines that swell and explode 
with each layer of sound. Each member of this 
trio plays his instrument with such ease; closely 
pre-empting each others' moves with the 
heightened awareness that only comes from 
genuine camaraderie. 

A month or so ago, I saw Make Believe play 
their last show for a while at the Fireside - Chicago's 
bowling alley turned punk rock venue - before 
their drummer, Nate Kinsella, went off to prison 
for two months in Oklahoma. Make Believe were 
playing a Christian youth venue when Kinsella 
wrung out his shorts on the audience. As 
unhygienic as this may be, it hardly warrants 
a prison sentence; but indecent exposure is 
punishable with up to 1 years in prison in this 
Bible Belt state. 

Make Believe's bristling and danceable pop 
tinged indie rock would graft a release onto 
Discord if they were a DC band. Since they're 
Chicagoans, they reside on local label Flameshovel, 
home also to Russian Circles, Lying In States and 
Low Skies. 

I was out at Chicago's Empty Bottle the other 
night for an Erase Errata show, a couple of days 
after sending the first draft of this article off to 
Plan B. Supporting Erase Errata were guitar-drum 
duo Voltage, whose instruments resemble some 
kind of advanced science project. Guitarist Todd 
Bailey and drummer Erik Schwartz (whose album 
Building The Bass Castle Vol 1 came out on 
Flameshovel last year) construct these Franken- 
instruments themselves, playing a vacuum-based 
synthesiser controlled by a modified guitar and 
a multi-faceted drum kit utilising a glockenspiel 
and battery-operated motors. 

Voltage warranted writing about; luckily 
I was able to add them before my words became 
condemned to print. Yet over the coming months, 
Chicago will undoubtedly reveal more of its 
shimmering musical talent in some dank punk 
rock basement, while the El train rattles overhead. 



thru corridor shadows, ripping off accessories as she 
goes. No disaffected yawn of a vocal for Dandi, no period 
Euro stylings or clipped computerised phrasing - she 
chants and wails, screams up her throat, recalling nothing 
so much as the protest pacesetters of a street demo. 
She turns hipsters to Cro-Magnons with a rabid anti- 
cheerleader stomp, voodoo sounds like stones hitting 
the sides of APCs, riot-police panic attacks, a seared 
burger on a fast-food hotplate. 

" It's depressing that the youth of today have so little 
idealism they're willing to be fucked by their own laziness 
towards effecting change," she says. 

INT. ROOM. NIGHT: A blindfolded Szam shudders 
in time-jumps as the wall behind his bare torso fills with 
Dandi's words, lower case and CAPS LOCK crawling over 
each other like a nest of spiders, reaching his skin and 
spilling over now: "POWPOW bullets to the right of 
me/SHATTER glass the left" , the extremism of the 
soundtrack an obvious tactic to uglify, to not compromise. 

"A lot of the songs on Concrete Iglooate about the 
mundane darkness of my life living in the downtown 
eastside of Vancouver," says Dandi. "Being in this band 
is like Cathy Come Home but more depressing." 

OK, then - got that? Dandi Wind. Hyper-alienated 
digital primitivism meets Brit Grit social activism for snuff 
muzak afterparties everywhere. The popped gum-bubble 
of late capitalism. I hope we got that clear. 

www.dandiwind.com 




Hardcore exists for one reason and one reason 
only: life sucks. If you do not understand this 
simple rule of thumb then you haven't lived, 
my friend, and you'll probably never understand 
up-and-coming sludge titans Humanasaur. More's 
the pity, because this West Philadelphia band 
play the truest, purest filth rock since King Buzzo 
crawled out of an Aberdeen ditch and belched 



"Yeah, I'm depressed sometimes," admits 
Mike, flatly. Me too. The raw honesty of the lyrics 
reminds me of early Eighties hardcore like Black 
Flag, Blight and Flipper. Rich is flattered: "Some 
of the best music ever made. " 

I tell Rich I love the sound of the album, 
the way it swamps the listener with filth. Are they 
happy with the way it turned out? 



'I like the connotation of people as the biggest, 
baddest monsters on Earth' 



a nascent Nirvana out of his fucked-up 'fro. 
Humanasaur's debut CD Bedlam Easy Listening is 
one bleak motherfucker, only made approachable 
by the way in which it seems to offer a slimy paw 
to the listener as if to plead for a minute or two 
of your time, before coughing stinky vapours into 
your face and regaling you with uplifting tales of 
abjection and woe. 

I wanted to interview Humanasaur (Rich on 
drums and vocals, Mike on guitar) because their 
music gave me the impression of having been 
made by good-hearted people with few 
pretensions and enormous reserves of creativity 
unrestricted by their lack of means. Rich's 
explanation of the Humanasaur concept tells 
of an epiphany derived from the most innocent 
of circumstances. 

"I was reading my daughter Rosea 'Berenstain 
Bears' book that listed dinosaurs," answers Rich. 
"And I just thought 'Humanasaur!' I also like the 
connotation of people as the biggest, baddest 
monsters on Earth." 

"I thought it had something to do with the 
imminent extinction of the human race..." 
counters Mike. 

Humanasaur's lyrics accurately portray 
the amorphous nature of clinical depression: 
"Friends have opinions/Experts give advice/Family 
has love/But none of that's enough because it's 
just everything. " 



"Very happy. I like the way you call us 'filthy' 
as a compliment." 

Bedlam Easy Listening is also brilliantly 
packaged with beautiful illustrations and collage 
work. Is the visual side of things important to you? 

"The visual side of Bedlam. . . was very 
important," says Rich. "All the artwork is by 
me and my six-year-old daughter Calamity Rose, 
the best artist of the great abyss. Exceptions are 
the drawing of a devil in a dress by Erick Waugh, 
and the photo on the disc by Ruth Beth Allen. " 

Humanasaur recently expanded from a 
guitar'n'drums duo to a quintet. Why? 

"We were always open to having more 
musicians, " explains Rich. "And we asked our 
friend Rob to do synth noise. I also wanted to get 
out from behind the drums and do some hari-kari, 
psycho frontman stuff. Rob got Steve in as a 
replacement. Steve brought in Tim on bass. Steve 
also drums for a kickass band called Scribbler. " 

What's next for Humanasaur? 

"Well just played our first show as a five-piece 
and it rocked," he enthuses. "I wouldn't say we've 
mellowed out." 

Any last words, Rich? 

" Rock on, and don't believe the hype: 
Worldeater Records is the Second Coming. Lastly, 
if nature calls and you don't answer, you'll be full 
of shit. Peace, love, and annihilation." 

www.worldeaterrecords.com 
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Words: Miranda lossifidis 
Photography: Simon Fernandez 



■ampioned New Englanders The Magik Markers redefine noise and blow our minds 



and baby I'm no king 

These are the words staring out from the spine 
of thegatefold CD case. Lines of a story trail 
over the front and back in bold. This is Magik 
Markers' For Sada Jane (Textile); it is a lullaby 
for anewborn child. No really- it is: the niece 
of drummer Peter Nolan. 

you heard The Magik Markers when 
y? Can you imagine their conception 
of a cradle rocking? So, the four songs here 
arequieterthanany otherthing they have 
recorded, quieter than last year's Future 
Crayon album. More silence is let in and 
more corners are touched in the process. 

Yes, it could be a baby's hanging mobile, 
but one with binaural mics connected 
to a manipulated cassette player, and 



of hometowns and origins. They make use of 
every difference in each place they visit, finding 
a balanced sense of identification with others: 
there is a global, networked community of 
noise-makers thatthe trio acknowledge and 
take inspiration from. 

And this is twinned with a willingness 
to take risks with the unfamiliar. Only one 
track on For Sada Jane has been made in their 
traditional formation. They've collaborated 
with friends on strings on 'Shabbetai Tzevi/ 
1 666'; John Shaw of Gladtree and Apostasy 
records; and 'little known musical genius' 
Joshua BurkettoftheGo/c/ Cosmos album. 
New rhythmic and textural ideas brought 
into the fold, the result is a gentle provocation 
- completely outside the sphere of noise in 



What do you want, the creator or what he creates 



well-thumbed ephemera replacing fuzzy, 
textured shapes. 

I'm glad this is the sound of The Magik 
Markers now. This version of them makes more 
sense. Listen again and repeat: this album is 
not going to brazenly destroy like their others, 
nor is its inclination to stun, as with their 
performances. These songs earmark their 
third state being drawn out and searched: 
that of lateral tonal experiments and whispers 
and shifted arrangements-theirchronicle 
of recording at home. 

one hundred buick skylarks/coming 
straight for you 

Elisa Ambrogio, Leah Quimbyand Peter Nolan 
are always travelling, always shifting location. 
When we meet in London, their stories are all 
about displacement, but more importantly 
about finding newthings in new 
places, which they channel 
in and out of the music 
which changes each 
night. They 
talk 



itsmos^ 
homoer, 



n impenetrable, 



what more here can you learn f rom/wh 
here can you trust? 

Fetishism of the guitar: isn't that a dull idea 
now? Is anyone scared? Could you look at the 
fretboard and see something that isn't there? 
Is this fetishism really sadistic? With The 
Magik Markers, such questions aren't worth 
answering: brutality is but a small fraction 
of what they toy with. I'll hold up one of 
vocalist/guitarist Elisa's howls instead: "What 
do you want, the creator or what he creates?" 

Yeah, J|prels a history. The band are 
■ ■■" some sounds, or ideas of sounds, that 
already been captured and honoured 
elsewhere, but I wasn't there for any of it. 
If you choose, point at reference points: 
Eighties hardcore. Teenage Jesus , Lydia 
Lunch, DNA, Eno's No Wave. Is it necessary? 

Where it stands now is thus: there is so much 
free music being made and exalted. In Magik 
Markers case, it was via Thurston Moore via 
Ecstatic Peace. And then noise festivals and all- 
dayers and tapes and tours in faraway places. 

there is no time to lie to you /i want to 
make it so i can try you blue 

And now: a network of people 

carried by ideas instead of location, 
a shared intent with different 
ends. What makes The 
Magik Markers' variation 
important is that 
any notion of 
indulgence is 
eradicated by 
their openness 
-their output 
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viscera I ly implores that any other way would 
be contrived. 

That anyone can attempt it is not even part 
of the equation. 

the real royal of this city is everything 
we see 

I finish with Gordon Matta Clark, a filmmaker 
in the Seventies who got called an architect 
for the things he did. Those things remind 
me of the things The Magik Markers do. 

In 1975's 'Conical Intersect', Clark carved 
a hole all the way through an abandoned 
17th Century apartment block in central Paris. 
The hole is tornado-shaped, spiralling out. 
Exploding through various layers of yellowing 
wallpaper and bricks, Clark makes impossible 
views of the city available, and every angle is 
rich and beautiful. He had good words to say, 
about it being an esoteric hidden work in the 
history of inaccessible projects. And that there 
is no one vantage point that gives you a sense 
of depth and complexity of it - it's almost 
undocumentable. 

This sliced space is a physical equivalent 
of what Elisa, Leah and Pete do. There is 
a fierce, shared preoccupation with decay 
and the messiness of urbanity: an obsession 
that links all free musicians. Like Clark, they're 
crafting temporal visions out of voids; and 
building anti-monuments to them. 



The Magik Markers are dangerous, 
like imagination is dangerous 



The Magik Markers 

For Sada Jane (Textile) 

It's all here. All varieties of uninhibited rock rush mashed into just over 30 
minutes of inspirational brilliance and beauty. And 'inspirational' is the 
key word. With a little luck, this here document will fall into the hands 
of those unwittingly seeking a key to their own creativity, to the noise 
caught between every ache and throb of their not-yet-brave but hopeful 
hearts. For Sada Jane has the potential to be the Kiss Alive! of our paltry 
rock epoch. I'm serious, you fucker. Don't doubt me. Don't ever doubt 
me. The Magik Markers don't make granite-faced, indifferent noise, 
fuck that, they make rock music which is exhilarating and free, rock 
music that makes you cry at how liberated it makes you feel, rock music 
accessible enough to demand your participation. 

For Sada Jane isn't just important for what it is - though of course, 
what it is will leave you weeping joyous tears and twitching in a pool 
of your own cum - it's important for what it represents. That is: the 
floodgates bursting open, a tidal wave of ecstatic soul, the final 
victory of the repressed and the possibility of this shining alternative 
universe tearing a hole in our own and pouring through unchecked, 
obliterating our enemies and establishing a new order of the ages. 
Magik Markers are dangerous, like imagination is dangerous, like you, 
as an autonomous individual capable of ANYTHING, are dangerous. 
They might mingle in the same circles as Sunburned Hand and their 
unwashed, uninspired ilk, but the Gods may descend from Olympus 
to taste mortal sweat once in a while. Would you begrudge them 
that? Really? 

But wait, fuck, they're not Gods. Olympus has fallen. They're us. 
Elisa Ambrogio, Leah Quimby and Pete Nolan are you and me, standing 
on the corner with a can of Ubik in our hands, waiting for the signal, 
except the Markers got tired waiting and started spraying without 
anyone's permission. Magik Markers make music in defiance of the 
demiurgic forces that would enslave us out of blind bitterness. Ignore 
them, and stay shackled. 
JoeStannard 
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Seattle legends Mudhoney 
take some annual leave 

Words: Lianne Steinberg 
Photography: Simon Fernandez 




steve turner, london 

"Next year, Dan will officially have spent half of 
his life in the band!" howls Mudhoney guitarist 
Steve Turner. The fact that most of Turner's 
sentences end with an infectious giggle is indicative 
of the enthusiastic way in which the Seattle band 
have sustained themselves for 1 8 years. These 
days, Turner, drummer Dan Peters, bassist Guy 
Maddison and frontman Mark Arm actually 
enjoy being Mudhoney, now that it's no longer 
a full-time occupation. 

"It's fun. I mean, right now, I'm looking 
at the dinner table and there's 1 5 friends 
sitting together in an Indian restaurant, drinking 
wine. And we're about to play a show, " sighs 
a satisfied Turner. 

The night that we speak, the band had just 
finished soundchecking for what turned out to 
be a triumphant London show at Shepherd's 
Bush Empire. The following day, they played All 
Tomorrow's Parties where they were honoured 
with the task of curating a day. Featuring such 
elusive bands as The Flesh Eaters, The Scientists 
and Comets On Fire, Turner's obsessive approach 
to music was clearly indulged by the task. 

Often regarded as grunge slackers who never 
lived up to their true potential, Mudhoney's latest 
album, the sprawling, acerbic, Under A Billion Suns, 
has seen their fortunes turn around in terms of 
critical acclaim. Turner's trademark fuzz guitar 
and atonal slashes burn brightly alongside 
a cleverly orchestrated horn section. Combined 
with Arm's nihilistic lyrics, the album's a dense, 
apocalyptic creation. However, with a batch of 
solo acoustic shows under his belt as a side-project, 



Turner rarely tussles with the prospect of 
progressing into muso territory. 

"I was always under the idea that progress 
on the guitar was the enemy of good rock'n'roll, " 
he explains. "Sol never tried to be a better guitar 
player. But you can't help but get better and, by 
playing so many acoustic shows by myself, I know 
I have done. With Mudhoney, I try and forget most 
of my knowledge. . .I just try and dumb it down, 
and I don't mean that cynically. It's great to get lost 
in the sound and not think about it too much. 

"The acoustic stuff was terrifying at first and 
I thought, 'Why am I doing this?' But it's good to 
challenge yourself." 

If Mudhoney were ever going to call it a day, 
it seemed most likely following the muted release 
of 1 999's Tomorrow Hit Today. Shortly afterwards, 
relieved of their contract with Reprise Records, 
bassist Matt Lukin amicably left the band. 

"Being dropped from Reprise didn't matter 
to me at all," says Turner resolutely. "I didn't even 
want to do the last record with them -they didn't 
promote it and it was really silly that we were there. 
We outstayed our welcome, basically. So that 
wasn't really an issue. 

"Matt leaving was a huge issue and we did 
nothing for a year afterwards. Me and Mark did 
the Monkeywrench record and started a Sonics 
cover band, but we just didn't really think too much 
about Mudhoney- we had to get over the loss." 

" Eventually, me, Mark and Dan decided that 
we still wanted to play together. It was briefly 
suggested by Mark that we change our name, 
but that just seemed silly. Getting Guy [Maddison] 
in on bass was a breath of fresh air. Mudhoney is 



something that we all believe in enough to make 
it work. We dug in our heels a little bit and thought, 
'We don't owe anybody anything, we can still play 
and it's not our career anymore'. That was a big 
change too." 

Whereas most bands are spawned with the 
misguided belief that a record contract is a golden 
ticket to happiness and success, being freed from 
their contractual obligations has actually given 
Mudhoney a new sense of purpose. 

"It was strange that we did actually make our 
living from it for a while. When I'm working these 
days, I'm generally a gardener, although I also sell 
rare records on eBay. We've all being doing a lot 
more music since it stopped being ourjob," he 
chuckles mischievously. "Everything got a little bit 
easier and there was less pressure. I definitely felt 
freed up the year that we all went back to work. " 

mark arm, Seattle 

A fortnight after I speak to Steve Turner, Mudhoney 
frontman Mark Arm is back at work as warehouse 
manager for Sub Pop Records. It's quite a handy 
position considering the band is back on the label. 
However, jet lag and tour fatigue have left him 
a little dazed and it's only when I broach the subject 
of All Tomorrow's Parties that he lights up. 

"ATP was fantastic -fucking fantastic. I got 
to see The Flesh Eaters and The Scientists, and we 
played with The Scientists in London the night 
before - that was pretty astounding I " he stutters, 
laughing. "It was very emotional for us, being able 
to bring out John Wahl and Total Sound Group... 
They're two bands who I don't think have played 
out of their own town. Being able to bring them to 



36 | plan b 




the UK and watch people get into them was 
a total joy." 

Although both Steve Turner and drummer 
Dan Peters are stay-at-home dads, it seems that 
Mark Arm directs his paternal energies towards 
nurturing new bands. 

"Yeah, the whole ATP experience was different 
from just being put on a festival bill. You have an 
affection for every band that's playing, and a lot 
of them know each other too, so there isn't the 
suspicion that sometimes happens at festivals. 
Like if you've got The Fall right next to Coldplay, 
or something." 

Did you feel responsible for everything running 
smoothly and the bands getting a good reaction? 

"Oh yeah, of course. I guess the only regret 
that I have is that The Flesh Eaters played the 
slot that they were assigned, because they 
were downstairs and they were on in between 
Black Mountain and us. So a lot of people stayed 
upstairs because they didn't want to lose their 
spot on the floor. " 

Where Turner is effervescent and keen to please, 
Arm is more restrained and defensive. Maybe his 
sneering, sarcastic way on record isn't too far 
removed from his cynical worldview. With Under 
A Billion Suns, much was made of his politicised 
lyrics - despite the fact that he cut his teeth on the 
notoriously principled hardcore punk scene of the 
early Eighties. 

However, it would seem that the most 
noticeable difference on Mudhoney's last two 
albums is the freedom with which the band now 
experiment musically. It's as if their kinship with 
Comets On Fire has moved from mutual admiration 



to a point where Mudhoney could tentatively 
be termed Krautrock. When I put this to him, 
Arm laughs, clearly not impressed. 

"Well, my mom's German," he deadpans. 
"But I don't know. Krautrock is one of those 
catch-all phrases that is somewhat meaningless 
but also defines some bands from a particular 
country at a particular time. It's like the catch-all 
phrase 'grunge'. To me Amon Duul doesn't sound 
like Ash RaTempeland none of them sound like 
Can, Neu! or Faust. All it means to me is that English 
is a second language." 

I go back to the lyrics. Evidently there's continuity 
in Arm's approach: the smart-ass 'Hard-On For 
War' and 'Where Is The Future?' recall the attitude 
of early songs such as 'Hate The Police' and 'When 
In Rome'. 



Don't Look Back series of concerts last September, 
where they performed their 1 990 album Superfuzz 
Bigmuff, confirmed that they've stamped their 
sloppy, boisterous footprints onto plenty of 
people's psyches over the years. 

"Don't Look Back was sorta fun and sorta 
strange," reflectsArm. "Some of the songs 
we'd been doing for a long time, and some fell 
by the wayside and it was like, 'Oh. My. God'. 
Not so much from a musical point of view but 
a lyrical point of view, I was thinking, 'Oh my god, 
I was an idiot'! Like 'Need', I just can't handle that 
at all. It's just so melodramatic and it's not funny 
or poetic. It's just stupid. 

"But I still belted it out, "he concludes. 
"After all, you can't let people know that you're 
feeling vulnerable." 



'With Mudhoney, I try and forget 

mOSt Of my knowledge' -Steve Turner 



" I don't know why people are suddenly focusing 
on my lyrics so much, " Arm muses. " I guess it 
has to do with the times that we're in. But no 
one was really analysing the lyrics of 'Here Comes 
Sickness' - thank god ! " [Not true. Check my 
new book - ET] 

If Arm is slightly embarrassed by his past, there's 
no need to be. Mudhoney's appearance at the 
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Coming up to the release of their second proper 
album, Yellow House (a remix album, featuring 
Simon Bookish and Soft Pink Truth among others, 
followed the debut), the band have been receiving 
a lot of media attention. We meet them after a long 
day of interviews, and when they complain about 
boring journalists, we decide to arm ourselves by 
finding out what they least want to be asked and 
swiftly deleting it from our little notepad. 

So what has been the most boring question 
that you've been asked? 

A unanimous grizzly roar: " 'What are your 
influences?', 'How did the band form?' We don't 
really have a very good story. We've thought of 
inventing one cause there're always bands making 
up these outlandish stories." 

How important is truth for you? Is your music 
related to a kind of search for authenticity? 

Ed: "I kinda like it to be truthful, yeah. We have 
plenty of amusing anecdotes that are for real so 
we don't have the need to come up with fake ones. 
I am so sick of all these freaky people talking about 
being raised by dwarves or whatever." 

We've just come back from New York and 
we've been told there are three ethnic minorities 
in Brooklyn, the three 'H's: hasidic, hispanic and 
hipster. Everybody kept saying how much they 
hated all the hipsters coming in... 

"Who said that? Hipsters say that. It'sso 
retarded - it's like saying, 'I hate that I see a lot of 
myself all of a sudden.' It's bullshit, it's like when 
someone sees a place he where they want to live, 
if it's somewhat beneficial to them, they have the 
same motivation as everybody else. It's just a matter 
of who is able to pay for the property. " 



'I am so sick of all these freaky people 
talking about being raised by 
dwarves or whatever' 









Words: Pil and Galia Kollectiv 
Photography: Simon Fernandez 



With their pastoral lullabies 
and bittersweet ballads, 
Brooklyn's Grizzly Bear 
are unlikely to bite- unless 
you call them hipsters, that is.. 
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Remember the old Monty Python sketch about 
the bravest man on earth? A very ordinary English 
gentlemen who stands in a street corner in 
Seventies Harlem and shouts, "Nigger"? Today, 
the bravest man on earth would stand in a coffee 
shop in Greenpoint, Brooklyn and shout, "Hipster!" 
Before a recent trip to New York, we weren't aware 
of the cultural significance of the 'H' word, which 
sounded dated to us, like 'daddio' or something. 
But a mere mention of it to Brooklyn-based Grizzly 
Bear got us off to a bad start. 

We didn't immediately like Grizzly Bear's music. 
But the name keptsurfacing. We saw Tyler Coburn's 
delicately beautiful video for the band's fragile 
ballad 'Deep Sea Diver', and then a casual Myspace 
acquaintance turned out to be the band's French 
manager. By the time we finally gave the band a 
proper listen, 'Deep Sea Diver' sounded so familiar, 
both heart-rending and cosy, that we thought it was 
surely used in some super-dramatic ending sequence 
on The OC, even though we could find no proof of 
this. We got our hands on the Grizzlies' 2004 debut 
album, Horn Of Plenty, and devoured it over a late- 
winter weekend in Devon, where the old woods 
acted as a perfect stage for their trippy lo-f i and 
cracked, cocoa-bitter and honey-sweet folk. 



Ed: "I wouldn't self-advertise, but if anything, 
being gay, I'd say I'm a gipster. We constantly get 
called a gay band, even though it's just me, but 
people assume since I wrote all the songs for the 
first album that we all are." 

Admittedly, if only because of our own sick 
Dennis Cooper associations, we did think of Horn 
Of Plenty as coming from a place of secret, dark, 
same-sex desire, though the band are quick to 
distance themselves from our fantasies, claiming to 
have never read Cooper. Yellow House is far shinier 
and sparklier, more outdoors-joyous than bedroom- 
introverted, if only because of the vocal harmonies, 
shared writing duties, extra electronic and analogue 
instrumentation and lavish production contributed 
by Dan and the two Chrises. The result is rich as 
a cream-filled cake, more Flaming Lips and Mercury 
Rev than Patrick Wolf and Guided by Voices. 

The interview is cut short by a Vashti Bunyan 
gig, which is overwhelming -too pretty, too 
dreamy, too delicate, like it belongs to a totally 
different era, before folk could freak or lie or do 
anything remotely dark or sinister. We step out 
into a warm summer evening. The band are sat 
on the pavement next to Owen Final Fantasy, 
to whom we're courteously introduced. 

Owen: "So you're Pil and Galia, huh? When 
I read the magazine, I imagined you as old and ugly, 
but you're cute." 

Thanks, we think... 

Owen: " I was really excited about doing 
the interview with Plan B, because I thought the 
magazine was serious and passionate about music. 
Then the interview was all about dishing the dirt." 

Ed: "Is that what you do? Oh dear..." 
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It may be the end of the world as we know it, but ecstatic art-rock philosophers 

TV On The Radio are doing just fine - after all, they explain, 'We're here to disappear' 



TV On The Radio are a band from New York 
City. They're on the tiny stage of the Night 
And Day Cafe in Manchester. They' re playing 
a gig. It starts to kick in with 'Dreams', where 
the density of sound information released 
transforms the city into a frame around 
them and traps us in its landscape. 

We rush through their apocalyptic romances 
and humanist laments. 'Satellite' is as isolated, 
distant and thrillingly metallic (in substance, 
rather than genre) as its namesake. There's 
a purity in 'Little Whirl', while 'Young Liars' 
is fuller and riper than ever, like gospel fit 
to burst: terrifying testifying. Then 'Wolf Like 
Me'. Awesome. Beyond awesome. The band 
are unleashed, vocalist Tunde Adebimpe 
jumping, throwing shapes- and the world 
doing likewise. Then 'Ambulance', and I come 
close to having someone call me one. 

Something's wrong with me. I'm leaking 
water from my eyes. 

suffering and smiling 

I talked to them earlier. 

"I think a lot of the artistic journey is 
a quest to accept suffering with knowledge 
that there's a continuous line," says founding 
member and vocalist David Sitek, "As a species, 
I think that true liberation will be buying into 
that and accepting it, rather than resisting it 
or pining for another day or putting humanity 
at the last stop of the evolutionary space. 
There's no need to have any allegiance to 
a style or anything that's happened before, 
but to feel free to mix it up and to see what 
the true nature of my journey is. I don't think 
there are any rules." 

Return To Cookie Mountain is TV On The 
Radio's new album. It's a more coherent work 
after the patchy (but the patches were verdant 
oases in which you could live and thrive) first 
album proper, Desperate Youth, Bloodthirsty 
Babes, but it probably still doesn't quite fulfil 
the promise shown by the 'Young Liars' EP. 
David Bowie's on it, if that matters to you. 
When I ask about it, they're laconic, rolling out 
a prepared answer they've clearly said a million 
times before. They don't like being asked what 
The Loft was like in New York, which makes me 
glad that I didn't. They continue to sing about 
the political and the personal. They continue 
to mix relatively abstract avant-rock backdrops 



with totally human dual-part harmonies. 
They've expanded from a trio to a five-piece, 
with drummer Jaleel Bunton and bassist 
Gerard Smith recently joining them as members 
proper. They're currently in love with the new 
Liars record. They've got a rather technophobic 
dislike of MySpace ("To adopt a completely 
false digital identity..." spits Sitek). They're 
talking about doing their own magazine. 
They enjoyed playing and being at ATP. 
Bored of facts now! 

let the devil in 

Right now, main vocalist Tunde Adebimpe 
is off with our photographer, being 
immortalised on film beneath the grey 
Manchester skies. Sitting in front of me is 



Do you feel more apocalyptic now? The record 
seems more apocalyptic. 

"We've got six more years on the clock, 
so yes," says Sitek, referencing the apocalypse 
scheduled by the Mayan calendarfor 2012. 

"Generally it seems we're in a place where 
a big change is about to occur... But that's 
happened several times in human history. 
The industrial revolution probably seemed 
apocalyptic," adds Malone, before pausing, 
smiling. "And it was." 

"I think that, as a species, we're apocalyptic 
to human life," adds Sitek, "But I'm not so 
arrogant to think we could stop life. We just 
stop our own lives." 

When I listen to the album, it's not just 
that it sounds full of doom -it's reclaiming 



'Think what kind of shadows we're 
casting; what kind of footprints 
we're leaving' -David sitek 



David Sitek. He wears a black T-shirt and thick 
glasses that look as if they cost considerably 
more than mine. He does most of the talking. 
You suspect that if he wished to, he could 
make me appear a complete idiot, and 
I wouldn't even realise until someone 
pointed to the relevant bit in the transcript. 

I tread carefully. 

Sitting to my right is guitarist Kyp Malone, 
quietly spoken beneath the mass of an afro. 
He interjects rarely, focusing his attention on 
what he thinks are the most pertinent points. 
If he speaks, it usually means that I've said 
something very right or very wrong. Even 
then, David will act as a Greek chorus of 
yes'es when Kyp outlines his position. 

It's an interesting dynamic. There's 
a moment later in the evening, when the rest 
of the band have left the stage and Sitek and 
Kyp are standing face to face. Sitek is doing 
a human beat-box, darting back and forth 
like a cobra. Kyp is silent, the picture of cool. 
He stares right back, playing the guitar as 
casual as breathing. 

If I wanted to capture the pair's dynamic 
in a vignette, that'd be it. 



doom. A personal apocalypse juxtaposed 
and consumed with an actual one. Reclaiming 
the apocalypse, too. An extreme case of the 
political being personal. 

"The division between the personal and 
the political is your own decision," argues 
Sitek. "It's your choice. How far removed from 
me do you think you are? That turns up in a lot 
of things in your life. How do you act around 
other people? If you make the assumption 
they're similar to you based on a number of 
things, then all of a sudden your personal 
beliefs become political. 

"I don'tthinkyou can remove the personal 
from the political anymore. We're all very 
actively consuming. Think of what kind 
of shadows we're casting; what kind of 
footprints we're leaving; what minds we're 
creating culturally. 

"Everyone has the ability to see the 
connection between each other, which 
makes almost every ignorant action 
a political action." 

"Calling this band political, and not calling 
Ashlee Simpson political, offends me," adds 
Kyp, pointedly. "She's political." 
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'Calling this band, and not Ashlee Simpson 
political, offends me -she's political' -KypMaione 



new health rock 

I had no idea who or what TV On The Radio 
were when I got into them. No image. No 
background. Just sounds on a record that 
I could lose myself within. I went out of the 
wayto almostavo/ddiscovering anything 
else about the band for a long time. The lyrics 
I cared about were the ones that emerged from 
the songs, which I proceeded to hold on tightly 
to, as if they were a life raft in a sea of sound. 
There may have been pearls below the choppy 
waters, but I had no desire to dive for them. 

That changed. But I wondered what they'd 
make of it. How does a band that creates such 
a luxurious sound, while marrying it to some 
strongly held beliefs, feel about being treated 
as an object -a high-class piece of designer 
aural furniture in the living room of the mind? 

Obviously, I don't phrase it like that. 

How do you feel about people treating you 
as a pure sound object? 

"That's fine," shrugs Kyp. 

"Totally," adds David. 

"Especially if you're fucking," continues 
Kyp. 

"I'd rather you weren'tthinking about 
political fall-out and global warming if you 
were listening to our record while humping," 
concludes David. 

They said a lot more serious stuff about it, 
but this was the funniest bit. 

Return To Cookie Mountain reminds me of 
smog-smeared washes rushing over the city 
- and we all know there's only one city, and 
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it's always New York. A polyglot voice 
mourning forthe human race, singing a song 
at its own funeral. Hard, strange sounds with 
the blessed-out vocals. End of the world, end 
of affair, fucking in a bed with buildings 
collapsing outside the window. Falling in love 
with the air in your lungs because you know 
it may be your last breath, and the dread, 
always the dread... 

"I really hope you don't take the whole 
thing as being dread-filled," Kyp interrupts, 
"I feel that there's optimism and hope in 
a lot of it." 

He's not wrong. There's dread, but it's 
tempered with the sweetness. The album 
talks about death, but it's still alive. There's 
optimism, hope and, well, sex. 

Take 'Wolf Like Me', one of the album's core 
songs, which makes you think that going to 
a party round TV On the Radio's place would 
be a damn good idea. ("I don't think we were 
resisting rock and roll as much as we were on 
the last few songs," notes Sitek, when asked 
about how the album's mood seems to lift once 
you reach 'Wolf Like Me'.) As it careers towards 
the repeated ecstatic cry of "We're howling 
forever", it's as exciting as jumping in your 
converted car and driving towards the horizon 
across a Mad Max highway. It is release. 

here to disappear 

So, if Return To Cookie Mountain is an 
end of the world album, it's a joyous end 
of the world album. It understands that 
our imminent death makes life all the more 



precious: ultimately we've only got each other, 
and ultimately that's enough. If that seems 
gloomy, you're in denial. 

"I think that in the modern country we 
live in, what I view as a complete understanding 
of the human dilemma would be perceived by 
people who refuse to explore it as a signal from 
a sinking ship," continues Sitek. "Butthere'sno 
ship. We're all in a harbour, and there's millions 
of other places we could go, and I know in my 
heart of hearts that's the firm ground on which 
life stands. 

"There's so much resistance to that subject 
built into our culture. They think we're talking 
about real death, with absolutely no other 
possibility. I think we have to accept that's what 
we do: we're here to disappear, essentially." 

Maybe. But god, I like it. 
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AUDREY - Visible Forms 




"Audrey sound like Slint with a 

decent singer .... Bjork say." 

PLAN B magazine 

// Debut album from the Swedish 

four piece Audrey. Dark pop 

slow dances with post rock, Low 

meets Cat Power and Sigur Ros. 

Nine new tracks of brilliance and 

beauty. // 
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own, Delete* 7" (featuring Chan Marshall). Out 21/08. 
THE RANK DELUXE -'Poor Man's Cab' 7". Out 28/08. 

NINA N ASTASIA- 'On Leaving' CO/ LP. Out 11/09. 
ENSEMBLE -'Ensemble' CD. Out 25/09. 

AMANDINE- 'Waiting For The Light To Find Lis' CDEP. Out 09/10, 
MA/ RICH7ER -'Songs From Befora* CD. Out 16/10. 
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Tracking down the elusive duo 
known only as Various 




This is tremulously typed, for several reasons. Since 
2002's 'The European' EP, they have released a 
series of limited, intriguing seven- and 1 2-inch 
records while remaining mysterious and intractable. 
With each, they became more of a shifting amalgam 
of moods, allusions and genres (encased in 
beautiful, swirling pen and ink illustrations of 
a variety of girls, like the hippo lady they've given 
Plan B). Eerie, diaphanous production adds 
to the sense of elusiveness, and their answers can 
also be admirably evasive. 

What is known: they are a duo, studio engineers 
from Walthamstow. They grew up in London and 
came to be called Various Production because that 
was the name of their company; they put it on the 
sleeve to the 'Hater/Byker' seven-inch, and it stayed. 
The title track of their second release, 'Cognac/ 
Queen Bee' (seven-inch) appears on the Planet Mu 
compilation Sacred Symbols OfMu as a Milanese 
track, because Steve Milanese used to be -and 
is no longer- involved with them. They have been 
together in their present state for three years (given 
that 'Hater' was a 2005 release, the slight name 
change seems to have come later). Their album The 
World Is Gone is out now, and 'Hater' - a fusion of 
cold female rejection sung over metallic syncopation 
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and bassthunkat 140bpm (grime, dubstep)-isto 
be re-released in September. It's a vocal style -from 
a singer recurring both in the singles and the album 
-more folk than the r'n'byou might expect from 
an act with a plethora of urban references. 

The World Is Gone shows maturation from 
earlier elements; more obviously comparable to 



A shifting 
amalgam of 
moods, allusions 
and genres 



dubstep, but set to slightly different frequencies 
(less open in the lower ends, more intricate at the 
top). There's a tendency for the drop to be on the 
first (not the third) beat of the bar, resulting in a 
headier sound whose relation to Bristol - specifically 
a closeness to trip hop - is also more pronounced. 

On 'Circle of Sorrow' a muffled drum crashes like 
the sea, she sings a winding melancholia, broken 



chords open and shut restlessly, and a science fiction 
keyboard loops itself in. You are close; but the keys 
are strange and foreign. 

But it's the idiosyncrasy of their references 
that makes them unique; the disparities in the 
aesthetics of folk and urban which make for 
fascinating musings. This, they say, is intended 
neither as a comment or deliberate effect, but is 
the result of an openness and receptivity both to 
influences, and in the way they work: starting tracks 
from ideas or conversations, letting them go where 
they will. 

"Our attitude is to keep everything as free as 
possible. . .'what sounds best' is the only mantra. 
We don't enjoy the celebrity MySpace Big Brother 
shit. Also we genuinely don't think it's important 
what we've done, or that we get our pictures in 
some - no offence - magazine somewhere. All 
that shit is pointless. It's a shame when movements 
which are supposed to be underground, or have 
a alternative view, seem to think that celebrity status 
is some sort of shiny goal that they have to achieve. 
Then suddenly you lose any substance in what you 
get, cos it's purely ego driven. Money lean handle. 
We all need money, right? But ego? That's 
something else." 
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Amid a shower of obscenities, we gush about UK hip hop crew New Flesh 



Let's be real for a minute; let's be honest. You're 
going to hate the latest album by New Flesh almost 
as much as I love it. 

It's called Universally Dirty. The cover's got a 
close up of MC Juice Aleem in shades (with the 
earth, as seen from space, reflected in the left lens), 
tongue out, licking chocolate. It's totally uncouth. 

I mean, I'm making a lot of assumptions about 
you based purely on one of the magazines you read. 
I'm thinking cultured here. Sophisticated -or aiming 
for it, at least. Literate (obviously), understated and 
tastefully refined. 

And there ain't much to appeal to such refined 
tastes in this here album. It's not subtle. It's melodic 
and relentlessly accessible; it presents no pressing 
challenges, beyond surrender. That's not to say New 
Flesh don't do intelligent, but they sure don't do 
refined, and in any case, mental gymnastics are 
not where the heart of this album lies. 

It's a record built on necessary spontaneity, 
recorded whenever the members' schedules 
allowed - a series of stolen days from September 
onwards, somewhere in a studio in deepest 
Yorkshire. One day per song, ideally; two days 
maximum - not so long that anything had the 
chance to get stale, or stop being fun. 

It's an album that's gleefully hedonistic, from the 
lecherous overtures of 'Home Movie' and 'Who's 
The Daddy' through the caustic celebration of 
capitalist bling of 'Money Movers' to the aptly titled 
climactic cut, 'Come Again'. The latter's orgy of 
sequenced spasms is built from scraps of old parties 
and catchphrases, hard nipples and killer gorillas. 
It's nasty, crude stuff. 

"Body getting wetter, take off the hot sweater, 
come again, seen?" sings Juice on the chorus. Does 
that sound like you? I didn't think so. 

So I'm still trying to work out how to make this stuff 
palatable for you, when I'm asked what I think 
of the record. "It's a lot more direct than the 
other albums," Istutter. "I was trying to figure 
out whether I was just missing it in your music 
before. Because the cover's so explicit this time - 
whether that makes you look at the albumin 
a different light." 

Part 2, genial graffiti artist and uber-producerfor 
the group, isn't convinced; but I persist: "You've got 
a guy licking a lump of chocolate on the front. " 

Juice agrees. "It is more direct. That's my face, 
that's me. It's not a pastiche, or a metaphor, or 
anything else." 

And that's when I get to the heart of the album. 
That's when I discover that Juice Aleem is a man 
who knows a lot about squirting. And he's eager 
to share his knowledge. 

"Do you knowanything about the 'dinger' 
technique? " he asks. I don't, but the group's other 
MC, the bouyant Toastie Taylor, definitely has. 
"Ahhhh," he sighs from the other side of the 
room, "I've been trying to master this technique 
for a number of years. I still need to. It's the way." 



He's nodding in agreement; Part 2 is stroking 
his chin and making positive noises as Juice warms 
to his subject. " Before people used to deny that 
it happened, or say it was fake. " He pauses for 
effect, continues: "It's not a myth." 

How do you know? 

Juice: "I was standing behind somebody, after 
having... [long pause] 

"You know -sex, doggie-style. And to the point 
of. . .[imitates high female voice in a state of orgiastic 
excitement] 'Stop, stop, I need to...,' you know. 
And then watching the fountainworks." 

Isn't it just piss? 

Juice: " It doesn't look or smell or feel like any 
form of urine..." 

Toastie: "It's quite crusty, as well, once you come 
out, on your dick." 

This provokes a round of derisory laughs. 

Toastie: "It's true! It's true!" 

How has this been an influence on the album? 

Juice: "How? I don't know. I used to do this with 
my last girl, but she didn't shoot out as much. She 
just had. . .little. . .squirts. Yeah, it's affected the 
album, man. It's made it more... direct. Checkout 
Alex Braun. He's got a technique. Within 20 
minutes, he can make any woman squirt." 



avoid such situations, but here's what'll happen 
if ever you're unlucky enough to get trapped by 
someone with a fanatic glint in their eye, forcing 
you to listen. 

You'll note its superficial similarity to a few 
things you might think are kind of OK, such as their 
Big Dada labelmates Lotek HiFi and Roots Manuva. 
But note it's more sonically 'aggi' than any other Big 
Dada record. You might figure it sounds like they've 
been listening to grime, Durrrty Goodz, the 
immortal Lethal Bizzle. 

And you'll also note their boasts - maybe even 
consider them arrogant. Juice's claim on 'Who's The 
Daddy' that they "Changed the game"; and even 
the title of that song (if it isn't just another come- 
on); the cocky swagger of 'Wherever We Go'; and, 
especially, the fucked religio-fascist nightmares of 
'Give Up The Fight'. 

Juice is deadpan when explaining the latter 
song. Or, at least, I think so. 

'"Give Up The Fight' is the rebirth of horrorcore 
that started off talking about sacrifice, " he says. 
"Battle MCs are like, 'I beat MCs, I'm better, MCs 
arewack.' I was like, 'You know what? Fuck it, I'll 
sacrifice MCs, physically. I'll put them on a cross, 
slice them open.' The mentality was to whisper it 



How have women reacted to 
the album? 
'They've been moist.' 



Is that how you discovered it? 

Juice: "No! I'd already got there before. I've tried 
to do his way, but it's better with doggie. " 

Shall we get back on to the album? 

Juice: "This is the album!" 

How have women reacted to it? 

Juice: "They've been moist." 

The room collapses into laughter again as Part 2 
seizes the moment to recall the various women who 
contributed to the album. Such moments as the 
quasi-robotic duet vocals on 'Home Movie', where 
the ecstatic female voices moan, "Let's do it", 
zoned-outlike Paris Hilton overdosed on diet cola. 
"They ain't vocalists, put it that way," he says. 

Toastie doesn't think his exploits are particularly 
unusual. "A lot of people do a lot of long things, but 
I'm ready to talk about it more than most," he says. 
"I'm ready to put them on DVD. It varies -one day 
you could be like, 'I've got to do some meditation 
and get at one with myself,' and then another day 
you could be like, 'I'm gonna do a bungee jump and 
get head while I'm doing a bungeejump'." 

And they rap, toast and sing just like they speak. 

Aren't you just going to hate it? That's assuming 
you hear it, of course. I'm sure you'll do your best to 



to them, like, 'Kill yourself, you're fucking wack! 
Die, pussyhole, die! Die!' 

"I'm also saying that if you saw the devil, 
physically, you'd better get your gun ready. But 
you might have to put the gun to your own head. 
Because it might not be me, it might be you. Cos 
if you want to kill Satan, you have to kill yourself. 
And that's the sacrifice. " 

He breaks his stare for a second and the 
room chuckles. 

"Do you get what I'm saying? " 

...I'll listen to it again... 

"Do it! Listen to it again and turn the lights 
off. Listen to it again. On constant loop. Yeah, it's 
a beautiful song, man. Play it to your girl." 

Toastie cuts in with a suggestion : " Have 
yourself a candlelight dinner with that shit in 
the background." 

"Yeah, right," I think to myself. "Fat chance 
I'd get my wife past track four. " And right then 
I just knew she'd hate it. 

And then I thought of allot you I wanted to 
impress, and I knew you'd hate it almost as much 
as her, because you're just as discerning. It's just 
too... damn... dirty for y'all. 

Of course, I could be wrong. 
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Rediscovering the reissued remasterpieces of Can 



"The girl in my memories is caught in a closed-eyed 
spiral of rhythm wherein her body is obeying her like 
it's a band itself. . . She's part of an orgy of ego-less 
sound, a warmly impersonal forcefield that holds 
her tight, making none of the awkward physical 
demands of electronic music and none of the 
emotional and psychic demands of rock music. 
All the sound asks of her is to be music: no 
connotation, no implications, no hesitations. 
For the first time, not only is she in her element, 
but she knows what her element is -and it's 
a glorious non-element. " 

- Frances May Morgan, on the first four Can 
reissues, Plan B #2, 2004 

Ask me about Can today, and I'll give you 
a breathless rundown of facts and anecdotes, 
about how in the late Sixties in Cologne two of 
Stockhausen's ex-students teamed up with a jazz 
drummer, a rock guitarist, and first an American 
artist and then a Japanese busker on vocals; made 
records in a castle; blew minds. About how they 
prefigured pretty much every 'avant' form of rock 
since, and sonically predicted dance music to boot. 
About how when they went on The Old Grey Whistle 
Test in 74 Irmin Schmidt did that really cool karate- 
chop thing to his synthesiser. About how drummer 
Jaki Liebezeit set the bar so high for drummers that 
I automatically compare them to him even when 
I don't want to. About how you should read Julian 
Cope's Krautrocksampler, if you can still find a copy. 

Ask me when I'm walking through warm 
city streets with 1 974's Soon Over Babaluma on 
headphones and I will tell you to be quiet, so that 
I can hearthe music breathing, scraping and sighing 
through the heavy summer storm clouds. 

Ask me late at night when I'm dancing to 
'Mother Sky' from '\ 97 0's Soundtracks and I won't 
say a single word. There will be light where my 
head is supposed to me. 

It's only right that a group of musicians who 
formed with the highest aim in mind -to strip down 
and stretch out rock music to its most essential, 
uneasy, magical elements, the better to realise 
its inherent transformative possibilities, to "bring 
together everything which was new music in the 
20th Century" (Irmin Schmidt) - provoke such 
intense, personal, different testimonies. 

i'm gonna get my fix there 

I found Can via a North London dancefloor in 
1997. Now in its 10th year, The Kosmischeclub 
rode the mid- to late-Nineties Krautrock revival with 



love, knowledge and all-out abandon, putting 
classic Neu! Kraftwerk eta/ alongside electro, 
techno, tropicalia, Afrobeat, Japanese psych and 
space rock old and new. It changed my world. 
It needed changing anyway: I was 20. Song-based 
'indie' music had outstayed its welcome, and 
'clubbing' was at its most hypermarket-like. 
I bought drum'n'bass and Make Up records and 
went to see Tortoise, but nothing felt quite right. 
We went to see a mediocre post-rock group 
playing Upstairs At The Garage, and stayed on 
afterwards. The static crowd melted away, like 
a fairytale at the stroke of midnight, leaving strange 
new people who danced like dervishes and Shakers. 
The DJ played something that started with a simple, 
monolithically funky bass figure, a drum break and 
a pause and a feeling as if the ground was falling 



to discover Can all over again as the multi-layered, 
infinitely textured, utterly original band they set out 
to be. I also came closer to appreciating the group 
as a private pleasure; a soundtrack for the inner 
space, if you like. 

A second series of reissues followed, 
documenting Can's complicated, often flawed 
and frequently sublime early/mid-Seventies work. 
A few months ago the final bunch came out, late- 
period pieces of variable genius recorded (from 
1 977, with a partially changed lineup featuring new 
members Rosko Gee on bass and Reebop Kwaku 
Baah on percussion) before the band went their 
separate ways in 1 979 and returned for one last 
'89 fling (Rite Time). Plus, of course, the elusive 
Delay 1968, Can's 'lost' first album, originally 
released in 1 982 and more of which later. 



'We didn't want to be monumental or 
romantic. We wanted to be precise' 



away underneath me and kept on falling until 
I stood on the earth's core, upon which I danced, 
for 1 8 minutes straight. And that was Can, that 
was'Halleluwah', and with that Jaki Liebezeit 
drum break my whole twenties kicked off. 

This particular revival seemed to include the 
first real post-rave, post-ecstasy wave of young 
Can fans; those who understood the vocabulary 
of dance music but had either missed its first 
exciting phase and/or were now disillusioned 
by its homogenisation. This was certainly how 
I embraced Can, and for years I never listened 
to them at home, unless someone put some on. 
Can's first four albums- Monster Movie (1969), 
Soundtracks (1 970), Tago Mago (1 971 ) and Ege 
Bamyasi(1 972) -were 'out' music in the most literal 
sense. It didn't help that the available reissues, 
cheap looking CDs on Spoon records, were widely 
regarded as a bit crappy, only revealing the songs' 
awesome depths when turned up loud. 

The welcome new spate of Can reissues, now 
on Mute records, began with the aforementioned 
first four, in 2004. Remastered by founder members 
keyboard player Irmin Schmidt and bassist/editor 
Holger Czukay, the difference was enormous, 
immediate and sparkling, and just in time for me 



- Irmin Schmidt 



Of the post-1 976 albums, Michard Reltzerasks 
overleaf, " If most of this stuff wasn't German and 
only available to vinyl obscurists for a long time in 
the Eighties, well before the remaster revolution, 
would we give it a second listen?" 

Not entirely unexpectedly, these are good 
enough reasons for me - not just to listen, but also 
to phone up Irmin Schmidt and Holger Czukay. 
As you'd expect, they're as keen to talk about 
writing for opera (Schmidt) and the art of making 
prank answerphone messages (Czukay) as they 
are to revisit their past, yet they seem well aware 
- proudly so - of the importance of what they did; 
what their music does, and what it continues to do. 

you doo right 

How did it feel to revisit your earliest music? 

"It felt good, because the sound of the original 
tapes, when restored, was better than I expected," 
says Irmin Schmidt. "They sound so much better 
than I was used to with the sound from the old CDs. 
The CDs from the Eighties were a little bit... infected 
by the enthusiasm about new technology. " 

On the first reissues, I noticed that the percussion 
was much more prominent. You could really feel 
the drums. 
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Can 

Delay 1 968/Flow Motion/Saw 
Delight/Can/Rite Time (Mute) 

Michard has some Can albums to 
review. Remastered, but there's no 
information indicating this. Nor are 
there extra tracks. But this is a good 
thing. It will stop suckers wasting their 
money replacing perfectly decent CDs 
'just for' the previously unreleased 
sound of Holger Czukay farting 
through a phased euphonium. 

Delay 1968 is the only album 
I have from the early run of classic 
Can. I guess someone who goes to 
parties in Brighton is reviewing Tago 
Magoand Monster Movie as I type, 
possibly wondering where their copy 
of Delay I968\s. It's up north, is 
where. Some bastard 'borrowed' my 
original Spoon vinyl Monster Movie. 
Delayls paranoid sounding, slightly 
Beefheartian, but more metronomic. 

This stuff is so venerated 
nowadays it's almost classicism. 



But the later stuff, after Future Days, 
the pinnacle Can album, what about 
that? Discoboulos and disco balls! It 
sounds like Brand X with Phil Collins I 
It is German discotheque jah? Did Phil 
Collins do the Eastenders drum roll? 
Questions, always questions. 

Next up, Can, chosen because 
of its ridiculous airbrushed cover. 
'All Gates Open' is a tilting funk with 
squelchy synths and the usual stoned 
mutterings. There's a version of 'The 
Can Can' here! Geddit?! It sounds like 
the Ramones recorded by the Miami 
Sound Machine bagpipe dentist. This 
is the sound of men with moustaches 
cobbling together albums between 
acquiring collectable furniture and 
ceramics. However, in this late period, 
Can used reggae beats and some of 
them are quite competent. Fellow 
Germans Faust skanked on 'The Sad 
Skinhead', on 'Faust 4', but so did the 
fucking Eagles and Steely Dan, let's 
get this into perspective. 



So, German reggae cultural 
hybridity aside, what's on offer? Saw 
Delightis quite interesting. 'Don't Say 
No' is a riff on 'Moonshake' from 
Future Days. Holger Czukay's sample, 
from his truly ground-breaking 'Boat 
Woman Song', is utilised on 'Animal 
Waves'. But the album as a whole 
mostly sounds like Gong when they 
played smooth jazz funk with wind 
noises. Bad prog is excused by being 
European it seems, once it has been 
renamed 'Krautrock'. FlowMotion 
has 'I Want More', which is groovy 
and perhaps better known. Rite 
Time gets the band back back with 
Mooney, Damo's done one, but the 
backing sounds like Mike and the 
Mechanics. If most of this stuff wasn't 
German and only available to vinyl 
obscurists for a long time in the 
Eighties, well before the remaster 
revolution, would we give it a second 
listen? Questions, always questions 
Michard Reltzer 



"Yes, the old CDs were missing some of the 
physical impact of the drums and bass. Now having 
the original sound, it was somehow astonishing 
how modern it sounded. I had forgotten!" 

Much is made of Can's influence on modern 
electronic music, as crystallised in the 1 999 
remixes album, Sacrilege, which includes mixes 
by Westbam, The Orb and UNKLE as well as Sonic 
Youth and Brian Eno. It's a little too much and too 
obvious to go into here. In brief: the locked grooves, 
the influence of funk upon the German band, their 
reliance upon texture and timbre, plus Czukay and 
Schmidt's background in early electronic music, 
plus Damo Suzuki's whispery, almost-feminine 
vocal style (the "erotic careless devotional" 
described by Cope, whose boner for Damo's voice 
is utterly spot-on), equals many of the conventions 
laterfinessed in techno, house and electronica. 
Most recently, James Murphy - usually seen in 
a Future Days T-shirt but clearly in thrall to pre-'73 
Can -tried to create a kind of disco-rock-for- 
dancing that was Can-like in its intent but weirdly 
lumpy in its execution. LCD Soundsystem's grooves 
were inescapable, mammoth, bubbling with 
pleasure, sure - but there was none of the 
ethereality, the hermeticism, the lepidopteran 
beauty that frequently haunted Can's. In almost 
direct contrast, LCD made well-hewn, shiny 
sounds you could see your face in. 

For, as both Schmidt and Czukay remind 
me, their early recordings were carried out with 
the minimum of technological sophistication: 
improvised, recorded to tape and edited by Czukay 
while he played the bass. Amid tales of mixers 
blowing up and leftover reel-to-reel tapes stolen 
from Stockhausen's studio and rubbish bins, he tells 
me, "When we started, with Monster Movie, I was 
playing bass but also I was the sound engineer. I had 
phones on, I had my bass on, and a little desk in 
front of me, and while I was adjusting the levels 
it was going onto the vinyl, you understand? 

"We took what we got - we didn't have a rich 
choice to make a selection of what we would like 
to have. We just worked with the circumstances 
we had in the studio. You see, the studios at this 
time were actually quite perfect studios - they 
were isolated, soundproofed, they had multitracks, 
everything was done to achieve a kind of 
perfectionism - recording without disturbances. 
This was not the way with Can. Can had a problem 
all the time. We had to constantly be innovative. 

"The monitoring and recording was always the 
same [room], but the room was separated into 
landscapes, where you could be as if you were in 
your private home. This is how so we could spend 
so many hours recording." 

You can hear that the surroundings really inform 
the music... 

"We were lucky. . .we were able to use a castle 
[Schloss Norvenich]! Such a good reverberation! 
Later we moved into an old cinema. . . " 

It's arguably Holger Czukay's editing of Can's 
material, along with the constant, deliberate 
holding back (a kind of spontaneous critical sense) 
in the playing, that provides the most clues to the 
band's quantum leaps forward in musical thinking. 
Czukay tells me, "Editing is nothing but sampling 
-you must find a beginning and you must find an 
end. That is what a sample is. We looked always for 
little details with a new beginning and a new end." 

Live, of course, they would have been fucking 
stunning around this time, but stunning like a large 
bong, one imagines. A couple of live bootlegs from 
the early Seventies bear this out: a fuzzy recording 
of the Achen Festival, 1971, shows Can at their lazy, 
jazz-inflected, urgent, gorgeous best, but wow, 
they go on a bit. However, what's interesting is that 
they go on, yes, and Michael Karoli's guitar solos 
indicate both his relative youth and the conventions 
of the time, but the music never once deviates from 
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its forward path. The end point is never quite in 
sight. It's a breathtaking chase to nowhere. 

In the Seventies, most bands were really not 
that minimal - 

" -they were florid," finishes Schmidt. "That 
was always in a way our anti-image. We didn't want 
to be monumental or romantic. We wanted to be 
precise and rhythmically very strong. Pink Floyd 
was just the other pole, the other side. " 

With Can you don't get that sense of ego. 

"Actually, whenever somebody was 
uncontrolled and started to be too ego[tistic], the 
other four would get heavy on him [laughs]. That 
was our principle. That was the group." 

"Can were beginning to be the most of everything. 
They were the most psychic, the most quotable, the 
most inspiringly simple, the most horrendously flash, 
and the most smug intellectual endless drywanks, 
though this is not so bothersome when the music 
is such successful To-the-Moon experimentation. " 

-Julian Cope, on Can post- Tago Mago, 
Krautrocksampler, 1995 

for the sake of future days 

The second phase of reissues began with the 
critically acclaimed Future Days, which comes 
on like an expanded, wide-screen version of the 
first four albums. Of all the reissues, this suddenly 
became my favourite: it really was as if I'd never 
heard it, nevergof its diaphanous, oceanic beauty 
before, despite nodding along to the claims that 
it was among their best work. The title track is 
gloriously ambiguous. Its bubbly, aqueous 
beginnings give way to gentle, impersonal, pulsing 
drums and bass, overlaid with a wistful, almost naive 
guitar and distorted vocals. Keyboard and violin call 
and answer with seductive prettiness. When Damo 
Suzuki's languorous singing comes to the fore, 
backed by Karoli's sweet, loose guitar, you're not 
so much knocked sideways as gently laid horizontal, 
sun on your eyelids, prisms in the window. 

" Maybe it is our most romantic album ! " laughs 
Irmin Schmidt. "I mean, I dedicated my organ part 
in 'Bel Air' to Hedy Lamarr; well, that's a joke but 
it's a romantic joke! Allot the albums until then are 
pretty dark, wherever that might come from, but 
on Future Days we felt quite relaxed. It was recorded 
in summer time, with the doors of the studio open, 
and letting all the sounds be part of the music." 

There are some really interesting bits of sound 
within the songs. Were you experimenting with 
electronics at that time? 

"These sounds were sometimes much more 
concrete than they were electronic. Like at the 
beginning [of 'Future Days'] there are these strange 
sounds, which actually were not electronic: it was 
a mix of a sound I made inside the grand piano 
together with a sound Damo made with a big - you 
know in the Seventies there were these big cushions 
that you had to sit on the floor, and they were filled 
with little plastic balls? And they made this peculiar 
sound. Damo kept holding his micto the cushion 
and making movements on it. So those two sounds 
are not electronic, but they sound so." 

Early on, saysCzukay, "The electronic part of 
Can was really random, because we didn't have 
electronic equipment. But we had experience, from 
Stockhausen. The main factor is that we knew about 
the power of electronic music, but also about the 
difficulties of producing it. It took a long time to 
produce a sound which was never heard before." 

Damo's beanbag shufflings notwithstanding, 
the magic of Future Days is ineluctable. The 
departure of Suzuki and the band's technological 
advances cast a pall over the other three from this 
series-Soon OverBabaluma, Landed and Unlimited 
Edition -that many Can-heads find hard to get out 
from under. But they're wrong :Babaluma (1974) 
contains enough liquid grooves to float a Martian 



galleon, and Michael Karoli's delicate, untutored- 
sounding violin on the weirdly reggae-tinged 'Dizzy 
Dizzy' is a heart-stealer. Landed rocks, selfconscious- 
like: there's a full moon on the highway and some 
unashamed tribal pounding going on, and an 
amazing 'Vernal Equinox'. Landed sounds now 
like an exercise in taking the skronk that was 
beginning to envelop the rest of the Western 
world's underground scene and running with it 
rhythmically in a way that few could follow: Talking 
Heads would never match 'Half-Past One' for 
uneasy, jittery, skanking atmosphere, for example. 
1976's Unlimited Edition, though, is harder going, 
being an odd compilation of unreleased work. 

Some of it's gorgeous, some of it's unfathomable, 
some of it's just a bit silly, in the way only really 
highly trained musicians can be silly: painfully. 
Listening to the 'EFS' (ethnographic forgery series) 
tracks, on which the band imitate various ethnic 
musics, forces a smile and grudging admiration 
for their skill, but there's little to lose yourself in. 

Czukay explains the differences that set in once 
multitracking became more widely available to the 
band. "Before, we couldn't make endless overdubs 
because we would have too much noise and too 
much hiss on the tape. With the 1 6-track everyone 



World epic that moves from a motorway-like 
swoosh into flute-embellished clatter. It brings 
to mind a really proficient Gang Gang Dance. 

But right in the middle of Can's shiny period, 
as they morphed into a strange, slick jazz-rock 
group, they released in 1 982 what would have been 
their debut album, had their record company liked 
it. Delay 7968 is a revelation: it's a Teutonic funk 
classic, the beginnings of their legendary heaviness. 
Their first vocalist, Malcolm Mooney, a black 
American in Germany, steers the music with 
statements of absurdist intent, "Silent invisible 
conversations" ('Little Star Of Bethlehem'), 
a mournful, laconic Hendrix winding through 
a landscape of molten, metronomic funk and 
cavernous space rock. Holger Czukay claims 
it's still a favourite of his. 

'"Little Star Of Bethlehem'. . .the kind of 
nonsense that is on there!" he chuckles. "The 
production ! The first recording was only with 
drums, bass and a bit of guitar, and of course the 
vocals. Then we decided to put the microphones 
out in the entrance hall of the castle, and recorded 
the same thing again, as an overdub. When we 
were editing it, we'd take the recording from 
outside and then switch back to inside. " 



'I said to Damon Albarn, "Use the 
internet and found a virtual band! 



- Holger Czukay 



could say, this mistake was your mistake, you cannot 
hide yourself anymore. That was leading to kind of 
isolation and perfection, and I don't know if that 
was a very good thing." 

sunshine day and night 

"In the very last years, the group changed," says 
Schmidt. "Reebop Kwaku Baah, a wonderful 
percussionist, and Rosko Gee [bass], didn't fit so 
much into the idea of one organism, so it fell a bit 
apart and then it was over. It's like a rubber which is 
too long, and the tension, you know, it gets floppy. 
There was so much tension for so many years. " 

Czukay recounts his side of the story. "This 
was the beginning of a strange development with 
Can, because I was much more heading towards 
the electronic age. Looking for kind of fantasy 
instruments, and also using communications, like 
radio, like a telephone. I had a telephone on stage." 

Later he'll wax lyrical about the potential of the 
internet to shake up musical collaboration and 
communication - "There's always something from 
the outside; there's always a surprise"- and will 
claim to have sown the seeds of Damon Albarn's 
Gorillaz project. "He said 'Holger, what should I do 
if I want to make something new?' and I said, 'Use 
the internet and found a virtual band ! ' " 

Back to Can, "It was more and more that the 
rhythm group became more of a world-class rhythm 
group, but the electronic things that I put in, I didn't 
know what to do," hecontinues. "I thoughtl was 
disturbing the whole thing, so that's why I got out. " 

So what did it sound like, this strange 
development? Reltzer's assessment (left) is harsh 
but fair, and should be read alongside The Guardian 
critic Alan Warner's lauding of these late albums 
- Flow Motion (1976), Saw Delight (1 977), Can 
(1979) and Rite Time (1989) -with particular 
reference to Can's self-titled album's "airy, 
clean, modernist sheen". Saw Delight, while buffed 
to an distinctly un-kosmische gleam, is still a late 
favourite of mine, a sunshine classic that propels 
itself into territories influenced byAfrobeatand 
highlife. 'Animal Waves' is still a moody, Fourth 



more and more and more and more 

Also reissued this summer is the single of 'I Want 
More', Flow Motion's disco-influenced stamper 
that had the dubious privilege of being introduced 
by Noel Edmonds on TopOfThePops. "Can. ..let's 
hope they get in the top tin\ "he quipped. While Ege 
Bamyasi's itchy, reptilian 'Spoon' was a Number One 
hit in West Germany, in 1 972, Can had retained 
an aura of 'serious' music over here; critically 
acclaimed albums for geeky fan-boys, stoners and 
music journalists. You've got to love them, then, for 
aiming at, and getting into the Top 'Tin', with one 
of the decade's most menacingly happy tunes. 

For me, this most manufactured and 
'lightweight' of Can tracks - the one that plays on 
the soundtrack of Morvern Callar as Morvern and 
Lannacatcha lift to a drug-fuelled New Year's party 
- may contain, for all its rampant dumbness, the 
secret of how Can went from being a band for boys 
to nod their heads to, to being a band that girls 
danced to, to being both; that is to say, perfect. 

When I hear it, I'm back on a rooftop in South 
London, at a summer night party, aged 20 again. 
Someone says, "Oh, this is Can", and I'm laughing, 
"This is Can? This is Can? You're kidding! This is 
Can? Really? But it doesn't sound anything like - " 
And then I'm spinning round and round on my toes, 
because I love choruses that don't have words. 

You see? That was Can.This is Can. It always is. 
I told someone the other day Can were my Beatles, 
but I got it wrong: what I meant was, they were 
my Acid House. They were my comedown. They 
are my music. 
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there is a place 

Words: Everett True |^^| 



Photography: Cat Stevens 



'I had a 1 0,000-reasons list against playing shows,' says elusive Silver Jews poet-frontman David 
Berman. But now he and his band are out of the shadows, on the road and playing to loving 
audiences. So what took them so long? 



Sometimes you stare at beauty so long it becomes 
unrecognisable. Each time I visit London, it becomes 
more like New York to me - a foreign city full of 
shady corners, film set locations and trampled 
dreams. I drink coffee and curse the day I needed to 
watch my caffeine intake. I listen to people talk, and 
wonder whether this is commonplace, the idea of 
interaction and laughter. Where are the galleries? 
Tthey were all torn down years ago. We talk as fans 
hum overhead and. . .the time I was happiest, you 
say? Off school, on the way back from the dentist's, 
I tried to crack ice with my foot in the paddling pool 
in Admiral's Park, Chelmsford. I stood there for 
hours, oblivious. Now I seek the same oblivion 
through electronic card games and iTunes, but it's 
not the same. The wind doesn't chap my lips. 

trains across the sea 

A tall, bearded, charismatic man is holding court, 
upstairs at Costa in Soho Square. 

"When that guy wrote the Pavement book, 
I lost so much respect for him ... he sent me and 
Bob a copy of what he'd written . . . Scott was the 
only one he interviewed, it was all told from Scott's 
perspective." He sighs. We've met before -this 
strange intense figure and I. Walking through Soho, 
past an open-air Christian rock festival, he tells me 
of a trip he made through London in 1 992 all the 
way up to a Tower of Babel on the South Bank to 
personally hand over his band's first single, 'Dime 
Map Of The Reef EP (the same copy that Frank 
Black had previously hurled to the ground) to one 
of the Gods enclosed within. The God remarked, 
"Drag City, cool" -and David, delirious through 
lack of sleep and composure, knew he was on solid 
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ground. Only Gods could have known of such 
obscure Chicago labels at that time. 

Ten years later, almost to the day, we 
encountered each other again, in West London: 
the God made flesh, humbled in a flurry of wings 
and bad breath, brought low by a lack of believers. 

By this point, it was established that Mr Berman 
had a band, a muse and one hell of a knack for 
manipulating words. "And I wanna be like water 
if I can/Cause water doesn't give a damn, " he 
crooned on 'Horseleg Swastikas' from that year's 
album, his fourth, Bright Flight. Mr Berman talked 
about having a knife held to his throat in a biker 
bar in Nashville, seizures and marriage, being 
unable to travel in an ambulance because he 
had no insurance, and feeling resentful - having 
figured me out, erroneously, as a fellow hellraiser. 
Reputations often have little to do with reality. 

Interview's end, he promised to spill the beans 
on Pavement next time we met. (Steve Malkmus 
and Bob Nastanovich played on Mr Berman's 
debut album, 1 994's excellent and meandering 
Starlite Walker. Both ex-Pavement musicians have 
continued their association with Silver Jews over 
the years - this, coupled with Mr Berman's previous, 
almost psychotic, aversion to playing live, has led 
some people to wrongly assume Silver Jews were 
somehow a side project. This assumption has 
bugged Mr Berman, as you may imagine. 

Four years later, and it's like he's continuing 
the conversation from the exact point it left off. . . 

"...and I told him factually a few things that 
were wrong, and said you've got to put in there that 
the band was Steve, all the recordings were Steve 
- that's not Mark Ibold on the bass, that's not Scott 
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Silver Jews test their street credibility (from l-r): 

Tony Crow, David Berman, Peyton Pinkerton, Cassie 
Berman, William Tyler, Brian Kotzur 
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eet the band 

"Brian Kotzur -drums. When I walk 
own the street, I see the same 
eople I know everywhere, the same 
ces. I don't know whether to nod 
or not. The band I was in, The Brian 
Kotzur Band, in Nashville, we were 
the band with not many fans, and 
sort of crazy. David was a fan before 
we became friends. He came to 
every single one of our shows." 

" My name is Peyton Pinkerton. 
I play guitar. I walk down the street 
and notice shoes, lama shoe 
fetishist. Not as in, kinky. I just 
like to see who is wearing what. 
I met David when he came up to 
Massachusetts to pursue his NFA 
creative writing programme at U- 
Mass. He moved in with one of my 
bandmates in a little apartment and 
we had a party. Ten minutes in, you 
et a good idea of what David is 
like. Can I explain further without 
incriminating? He's the centre of the 



party in a good way - the energy 
and charisma that people want to 
be near." 

" My name is Tony Crow, from 
Nashville. I play piano. I met David 
working on Bright Flight and I had 
to walk down the street to find the 
studio for quite a while. Mostly, 
I noticed the bare feet and a lot of 
poured concrete. David was always 
late to come to recording sessions, 
and he always had lengthy, comical 
excuses about this, even in light of 
the fact he was doing this record just 
after his friend Heather had died. His 
nature was to make sure he tried to 
maintain a positive attitude, even 
though everybody knew. . .things 
were hard for him." 

"William Tyler. I play guitar. 
When I walk down the street I notice 
the way people are talking - either 
accents or language differences. I 
met David about five years ago at 
Mark's house at a barbeque. I knew 



who he was already because 
everybody was talking about him. 
Nashville is a really boring, small 
town, and when anybody moves 
here, people notice. He called one 
morning and woke me up to ask if 
I'd play guitar on Bright Flight." 
"I'm Cassie [Berman, bass/ 
vocals]. David used to live in Chicago 
with Dan Koretsky, the co-founder 
of Drag City records. I was living in 
Louisville, Kentucky where I grew 
up, and I flew up to Chicago for 
New Year's Eve. David played live 
at a party. He says he never plays 
live, but there have been a handful 
of moments. The party was so 
special because he did 'Auld Lang 
Syne' with a backing band of 
various Chicago musicians, and 
'Still The Same'. Both songs were 
phenomenal. David was singing, 
Liz Phair was on the trampoline, and 
sheisoneofmy heroes. That whole 
first winter was magical." 
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Kannberg playing the second guitar on his own 
songs, and that was always something that Steve 
always liked to hide because he liked to pretend 
he wasn't in charge. Ultimately, those records are 
marred by the fact his attitude let him put Scott's 
songs on there, which certainly give a whole new, 
almost holiness, to the fast-forward button." 

the right to remain silent 

Silver Jews never play live. 

Or, at least, they didn't until this year when - 
convinced by his wife Cassie (formerly of Louisville's 
austere post-Slint outfit Aerial M) that it would be a 
positive experience - David Berman took a band out 
on the road, an honest-to-goodness live band that 
includes two members of Lambchop, and played 
dates across America and Europe, even two in Israel 
a few days before the latest war started. Imagine 
that: your first ever live shows and you have a whole 
body of work to draw from - last year's Tanglewood 
Numbers is the Silver Jews' fifth album - and an 
instant audience. (Just add beer.) None of those 
shit supports playing to a bunch of disinterested 
Death Cab fans - but an eager, anticipatory body 
of fans, built up through diligence and the odd 
message board. That's 15 years without a live 



"I photographed him in Putney once," recalls 
former Melody Maker photographer Stephen 
Sweet. "He was like a holy man and a bit like Howe 
Gelb. He said he taught English literature and gave 
me a list of novels to read, likeiesus'Son [by Denis 
Johnson] and something by Cormac McCarthy. 
Dude, those novels sucked. Lawrence of Domino 
said he needed the photos for press. He still owes 
me £ 1 00 . "Life should mean a lot less than this". . . 
that's a great quote from the Silver Jews' 'How To 
Rent A Room' [from the second album, 1996'sTrie 
Natural Bridge]. He was just satisfied that Malkmus 
was producing his record. Pleased, but no massive 
deal - more a friendly gesture from an old friend. " 

"One of the greatest moments of my life was in 
Cardiff last night," David informs me. "Several guys 
in their sixties came up to me. One of them was 
this old, old man and he was like, 'I own the oldest 
record store in England, and I only stocked your 
last record this week, but now I am going to stock 
them all.' There was a couple; Gerald and Jean - he 
looked like a steel worker and she had a beehive 
hairdo, a Lilly Tomlingetup, and they were like, 
'Please come back...' 

"Before this European tour, if I'd stopped to 
consider the fact that I'd be playing for people who 



'It was almost like the audience were 
looking at David the way a parent 
looks at their child when they're 
learning to ride a bicycle' -cassie Berman 



show: weird, for such a natural performer, but 
David's demons have precluded an appearance up 
until now. He'd done a couple of poetry readings, 
sure - but, hell. It's not exactly rock'n'roll, is it? 

The evening we meet up in London is show 
number 35 and - look, would you mind if I skipped 
this bit? Mr Berman's ad-libs were muffled, the 
sound at the Mean Fiddler way too compressed, no 
instruments, least of all the voice, picked out -and 
whereas I love the sense of spontaneity within Mr 
Berman's recorded work, the unpredictable way 
songs can trail off and suddenly start up again, none 
of that was happening for me. Everyone else was 
having a good time, sure - and that's lovely. But I 
like my music sparse, tense, in isolation: this was too 
adult. It's not a criticism. Cassie was indeed a delight 
to look upon, as I'd been informed by the slavering 
fan-boys already. It was cool to see Mr Berman up 
there, not shaking too much, finally receiving some 
of the recognition he feels he's missed over the 
years. Tanglewood Numbers is an excellent record, 
full of deprecatory anthems, allusions to past 
troubles and chirpy violins. I could hum you several 
tunes from it right now. . .but I just wasn't in the 
mood that evening, OK? 

Give me another 15 years. I may be ready then. 

the frontier index 

Mr Berman writes songs like tiny stories, sometimes 
stumbling over himself, made delirious by his own 
power with words. I used to be of the opinion that 
the line, "There is a house like New Orleans, not the 
one you've heard about, I'm talking about another 
house. . . " (from the first album's 'New Orleans') 
was the single funniest and smartest non sequitur 
in the canon of American underground rock this 
side of Malkmus' "Outon tourwith theSmashing 
Pumpkins/Nature kids, I/They don 't have no 
function ", but then along came "In 1 984 1 was 
hospitalised for approaching perfection " (from th ird 
album, American Wafer's 'Random Rules') and a 
plethora of others, and now I have no hard and fast 
rules. (For humanity, check out Mr Berman's 1 999 
collection of poetry, Actual Air on Open City.) 



weren't familiar with the music. . . " David pauses, 
worried. "The first 19 shows [the first part of the 
tour, between March 1 and April 28] were all sold 
out -15-year-waitlove-fests with people flying in 
from here, there and Croatia to try and have this 
moment. Then people realised it wasn't just going 
to be one week, and relaxed. So now we're doing 
these festival shows. The first one in Italy [June 23, 
Umbertide] was a small town and it was, like, put 
on by the town . Maybe 20 people knew who the 
Silver Jews were. I was like, 'Show number 20 is 
presenting me with a whole new problem'. . . " 

David stops, distracted by a looming tangent. 

"I have a certain amount of memory loss," he 
explains. "I read a review of a show where the guy 
said, 'The only thing that was depressing was that 
the audience knew the words better than he did'. 
It's true. I realised that if you're really excited about 
a show, you want to believe that it is [the artist's] life 
and soul. You want to feel these are the words he 
breathes the whole time he walks the earth, it's not 
just some shtick he pulled 1 years ago. You want 
Yeats to remember what he wrote. And if you don't 
remember it, it is not yours any more. " 

Or maybe it just belongs to a certain time? By the 
very act of documentation, you absolve yourself 
from the responsibility of having to remember it. 

"Right," David agrees. "When people ask 
'Why did you just record?', that was a reason. When 
I write, I don't want to read it. I want to make the 
record and put it away. At my house in Tennessee, 
there aren't any CDs. We have vinyl, but I am too 
lazy to put it on. CDs are all out in the pot cave." 

The pot cave...? 

"Yeah, the pot cave," he repeats. "Where pot 
smoking goes on, I guess. It's an outdoor structure, 
and they are all in there on shelves. Trying to record 
The Natural Bridge was such a searing experience 
that I couldn't listen to music. The only thing I could 
listen to was Urge Overkill's Exit The Dragon, and 
only because I felt it wasn't music but entertainment 
like Charlie's Angels or something. When I make 
the records, I give the songs away. Playing live 
would undercut the original version. I have so many 
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different variations of answering that one question. 
I had a 1 0,000-reasons list against playing shows. " 

Were you prepared for the interaction? 

"No. I wasn't prepared for the affection, because 
other than maybe being at a dining room table with 
1 family members, three of whom may not even 
like me, or being with five friends at four in the 
morning, I have never been in a room full of people 
who liked me. And I certainly haven't been in such 
a room with hundreds and hundreds of people. 
I can see how different I would be if it had happened 
to me at the age of 21. 1 can see how it would have 
foreshortened my career immediately, and my 
options, because the affirmation makes you look 
at your own music in a whole different way. It 
becomes poignantly clear what [the fans] like 
and what they don't like. 

"For 15 years," he continues, speaking loudly, 
"I made records, and except for running into 
someone in a bar who recognised me occasionally , 
it allowed me to set up my life without the Silver 
Jews intruding. And then Cassie came along. . . " 

honk if you're lonely 

"I thought Silver Jews would be quite serious during 
the photo shoot, but they so weren't like that," Plan 



Numbers, and laid it all out on the table, saying 
what he had been doing for the last few years. " 

I'd say the barnstorming 'There Is A Place' that 
finishes the album, with its lines, "There is a place 
past the blues I never want to see again "and "I saw 
God's shadow on this world" is probably the clearest 
indication of that: Malkmus' guitarwaxing lyrical in 
the middle eight over 'Police Conversation 1 783'. 

"I think it is really cool and important because 
one person may hear it, " David's wife continues, 
"and they may have depression to deal with. It's 
hard to get a temperature reading of your band 
from the internet. A lot of people are like, 'What 
a pathetic guy for trying to kill yourself, and that 
is not very compassionate. There is the under- 
current of darkness to David's music, but he is 
so not serious, and the band too. " 

punks in the beerlight 

Back to David... 

"...Cassie was a Silver Jews fan and I met her at 
a party in Louisville," he says. "I heard somebody 
say, There's the prettiest girl in Louisville, Cassie 
Marrett' and I said 'Where?' and they pointed her 
out. I was really depressed and had nothing to lose 
at that time. I was so ugly. " 



'I wasn't prepared for the affection... 
I have never been in a room full of 

people Who liked me' -David Berman 



6 photographer Cat Stevens tells Cassie later, while 
Mr Berman is upstairs in his hotel room recuperating. 

"Why?" asks Cassie. "What is the Silver Jews' 
persona?" 

"I feel bad saying it..." Cat replies. "When I said 
I was photographing Silver Jews, people were like, 'I 
wouldn't want to do that. They're really depressing.' 
I haven't read too much about you, except Sean 
Michaels' live review in the last Plan B. It was lovely, 
and in it he mentioned two stories about the band 
- that David tried to overdose and you saved him, 
and that you and David are completely smitten. " 

"I've been hearing stories about the Silver Jews, " 
Sean wrote. "The first concerns Berman's attempted 
suicide, three years ago. That he left a scrap of 
a goodbye note, put on his wedding suit, then 
medicated and medicated and medicated as he took 
a shower and made his bed. That his wife chased 
him to his dealer's, to an upscale hotel, and then 
finally brought him to hospital." 

"Oh, they are both nice stories," Cassie smiles. 
"It's interesting. I neverthought David's behaviour 
was strange because so many people I know are 
depressive, or don't relate to people so well outside 
their group of friends or outside music. David took 
a confessional perspective about it on Tanglewood 



When was that? 

" Right after we recorded American Water in the 
fall of '98. It was Thanksgiving and I was visiting Bob 
[Nastanovich] in Louisville." 

So you walked over... 

"Yeah, and I said, 'Hi Cassie'. She looked at me 
and she goes, 'We've never been introduced'. Then 
I said something trying to be funny and keep the 
conversation going, and she said, 'I was just about 
to go get some more beer for the party' and I said, 
'Do you mind if I walk with you?' This was during 
a two-year period in my life when I was really going 
for broke. I had different techniques: I used to wear 
a hearing aid and go up to women in a bar that 
I found attractive and say, 'Hi, I'm David'. They'd say 
something back to me and I'd say, 'Excuse me?' and 
let them seethe hearing aid. I instinctively felt that 
something about it made me seem less threatening 
- but it's a handicap that is not disfiguring so it 
doesn't eliminate you," he laughs. 

"Anyway, this was the last time I did it, " he 
admits. "We walked off to get the beer and it 
caused a lot of pain in Louisville. There was a lot 
of anger towards me, and it went back and forth. 
It was relentless. I had never been in a war with 
a scene. It was like the title track of that Jack White 



silver moments 

Brian Kotzur: "There's a line in 
'How To RentA Room' [from The 
Natural Bridge] when we come back 
into the verse, 'Chalk lines around 
my body like the shoreline of a lake'. 
I just like the rhythm of it, and how it 
snaps back in." 

Peyton Pinkerton: "'Pretty Eyes', 
the last song on The Natural Bridge, 
just about breaks my heart. We 
recorded it, late '96. David had 
had to go the Emergency Room as 
he hadn't slept for about four days 
and was having sleep deprivation 
and psychosis. We managed to get 



through all these tracks with him, 
and this was the last. We weren't 
sure whether we would do it or not. 
The rest of the band went out to get 
some food, we came back and he 
was strumming the last chord. He 
got up out of his coma, almost- and 
said, 'I am ready to do this'." 

Tony Crow: "I like 'The fireplace 
burns backwards 'line in let's Not 
And Say We Did' [Bright Flight and 
'There's a trapdoor in the country' 
because it reminds me of the 
Teletubbies or something." 

William Tyler: "I really like 'I 
Remember Me' from Bright Flight 



- that song has a lot of darkness 
which embodies the mood that 
David was in back then, but there 
is also a lot of hope - and some 
redemptive humour. It is telling 
a story and tempering it with 
some sorrow, but not enough 
to tip the scales into it being 
too serious." 

Cassie Berman: "I like the happy 
stance of the music on Starlite 
Walker, and the mysterious 
instrumentation. And then David's 
voice and lyrics, I really like the 
way he sings and delivers. He has 
a natural timbre." 



and Loretta Lynn album Van Lear Rose [2004]. In the 
song, a guy comes and takes away 
the girl, and the men of the town are angry. Cassie 
is the Van Lear Rose and I am the stranger. The day 
she finished college six months later, we moved 
to Nashville, three hours straight south . . . 

"Louisville has improved now, but there was 
somewhat a dark star over the city during the late 
Nineties. There weren't any talented bands in the 
scene but people were still snooty because a few 
years before a few local bands had done some 
pretty good records. They were very depressed. 
You'd always hear of some pretty girl committing 
suicide every month or so. So we've lived in Nashville 
since 1 999. We bought a house two years ago. 
Having my own place solved numberless problems 
I had no idea existed." 

pan-american blues 

"The first shows we played," says Cassie, "were 
interesting. It was almost like the audience were 
looking at David the way a parent looks at their child 
when they're learning to ride a bicycle. The audience 
were like, 'It's OK, man'. Afterwards, they were 
saying, Thank you, you did it'." 

So you helped take the training wheels off 
David's bicycle. 

"Yeah," she laughs. "And the audience was the 
safety net, with this exchange of love, concern and 
care. In Athens [Georgia, March 10, Silver Jews' first 
ever live show], I kept looking at David and couldn't 
believe he'd been such a reluctant performer over 
the years. He has the microphone finally, and 800 
people are there, and he wouldn't stop talking. 
Another favourite moment was at Roskilde 
[Denmark, July 1 ]. There were about 5,000 people 
there and instead of throwing a beach ball around 
during our set, they were jumping up and down 
with someone's suitcase over the top of their head " 

Why did you want Silver Jews to perform live? 

"Mostly, lama big fan of the songs. Some were 
written 15,10 years ago. They needed to get out in 
the world and Uvea bit. They required him. Nobody 
else could do it. I was a fan of Silver Jews before 
I met David, so that was the first reason. The second 
reason was I wanted him to experience the stitch 
between an audience and a performer. It is unique 
to that occasion. Playing live invites an exchange 
between the listener and the creator. " 

we are real 

"There are two rocks," says Mr Berman. "Rock all 
the way up through the mid Nineties where it was 
supposed to end, and the rock that has come since. 
All of the latter is abstracted to another level, been 
put in quotes, and shaded in. 

"I don't think many people expected this second 
part of rock," he continues, quite seriously. "I 
remember when Spin was talking how rock was 
dead. I was angry they were saying that, because 
it felt they were not saying what they were seeing 
out on the street, but what they wanted to happen. 
It was the critics who wanted music to become 
global techno and more instrumental. That's not 
what happened. I couldn't argue for rock's continued 
existence, but I still knew it was a phoney push. 

" I feel those phoney pushes, most famously 
done by WMF or Melody Maker. Now I feel the 
Village Voice does a lot of push/pulling. It is almost 
like a decision is made. If you look at a Village Voice 
poll - how does that happen? Ten thousand records, 
but everyone likes the same kind of record. It is just 
not possible. 

"I always felt the Silver Jews were hidden in 
plain sight," David explains. "With a difficult band 
name, and the problem of a band that doesn't tour, 
don't sell more records, the presumption of being 
a Pavement side project, the fact that I am not a 
classic singer - all these things combined to allow 
us to hide in plain sight." 
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bark hypnosis 



Words: Everett True 
Photography: Rachel Lipsitz 



Wet Dog 

Concorde 2, Brighton 

In the early Nineties, Nicky Wire of Manic Street Preachers would fondly 
reference what he called "horrible Everett True music": shambling, 
random guitars, off-key harmonies, screechy vocals (preferably female), 
a style of playing that could at best be described as 'optimistic', clothes 
sense very charity store... really, it needed no qualification because it 
was obvious what he was talking about. Anti-rock. Anti-stadium. Anti- 
commercial. Anti-glamour. Just plain Anti. Bette Davis & The Balconettes. 
Melody Dog. I'm Being Good. The Grifters. It's what was cal led C86 
a generation earlier by the self-same people who are now conveniently 
forgetting that there was always an edge to the 'amateurism'; that 
something very dark lurked behind the polka dots and sandals; that 
it was as much about Captain Beef heart, Sylvia Plathand Nietzsche 
as it was about Jonathan Richman, Jean Miroand Richard Brautigan. 
Desperation. Despair. Betrayal. The knowledge that life is a series of 
constant disappointments and you're fucked before you even try so 

You're fucked before you 
even try so you might as 
well start competing on 
your own terms 

you might as well start competing on your own terms, no one else's, 
cos otherwise you really are going to suffer. 

None of these bands were ever going to sell more than 1,000 copies, 
and to Mr Wire (a very nice fellow who once got me out of a very sticky 
situation at an Oasis concert, truth be told) this was risible, a damning 
indictment of a lack of 'ambition'-and.to MrWire, a lack of ambition 
was a crime. Vainly would I argue that there's no 'right' or 'wrong' 
to tie a shoelace; vainly would I argue that the ambition ought to lie 
within what the music can do for you, not what the music can do for 
' your bank balance -otherwise, how to explain Can, The Slits, Tom 
Waits, Sonic Youth? Otherwise, howto explain The Zutons, Razorlight, 
The Kooks, Coldplay? 

Flash forward another 12 or so and years, and -fuck you, MrWire! 
-these bands haven't disappeared, are still creating horrible wailing 
rackets that, tome, sound like the laughter of children in the park, have 
multiplied and are still searching, reaching forward. Sure, we're talking 
Sarandon, Country Teasers, First Nation, The Weird Weeds. . .Wet Dog. 
Fucking Wet Dog, dude! How could I not love them? Three ice-cool 
females -Rivka on vocal squalls and minimalist guitar, Sophie with her 
newly cropped hair and intimidating, fancily-played bass, Sarah with her 
decadent cheekbones and single-minded beat- bashing out 20-minute 
sets that aren't scared to let their songs breathe, that figure it's better to 
make people feel uneasy than content, that recall the passions of my late 
teens. Sure, The Raincoats - but where's the violin? Also, The Birthday 
Party- 1 guess it must be the bass, and scratchy sound -Devo, pragVEC... 

Let's not carried away and throw in Young Marble Giants, though 
- Wet Dog have as much to do with their spooked beauty as Hole. . . 

Oh wait... 

The songs I can't deconstruct, but I know with certitude it's the sort 
of music you write when you can't be arsed sitting around trying to 
figure out some lame cover version. The parent-baiting 'Steal A Car' 
with harmonies to die for -fucking die for, I said. The ridiculously 
misch ievous 'My Derelict'. The first track from the£7iterpr/zeA//owance 
Scheme demo. All of these -and more. Sarah drums like it's the first time 
she's played this kit. (It is.) But that's a plus (ask Jack White). 'Tidy Up' 
floats and stings like former prize-fighter Screamin' Jay Hawkins given 
half a pad of blusher. And in between the songs, laughter and nerves 
and the occasional bray of support from the thickening audience. 

On a recent post on I Love Music, I saw The Pipettes described as an 
'Everett True wank fantasy with an organised street team'. Leaving my 
private fantasies out of this - and you really don't want to go there, trust 
me - it's blindingly clear that Wet Dog are far closer to that description, 
musically. Er, minus the street team, of course. And that's assuming that 
I get a bonerfrom listening to awesome, kick-ass music. 
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Animal Collective clamber 
and leap and treat their 
stage as a sonic 
adventure playground k 




sugar rush 

Words: Neil Kulkarni 
Photography: Cat Stevens 

Animal Collective 

Birmingham Academy 

Four things make me feel like a child today. One 
is a Bach violin sonata that reminds me of my first 
heartbreak at three am, while trying to get the 
baby to sleep. Two is the new moon, hanging so 
low over the Brummagen horizon it nearly touches 
the earth and so huge you can pretend it's reflected 
in the imaginary ocean that is the darkening sky. 
Three is the waterslide at Coventry Sports Centre 
splash-pool, especially when I'm going so fast I feel 
like a hairy torpedo and become convinced I'm 
gonna fly out the sides and have to giggle hard 
just to keep the shrieks of terror from my already- 
embarrassed seven-year-old daughter's ears. 

And four, it's stumbling into the room 
where Animal Collective are playing and hearing 
a strummed guitar get refracted in an infinite 
mirror to the zenith and nadir of my soul. Animal 
Collective conjure up childhood in all its sensual 
extremity and confusion - not the brute 
formulations of a Butthole Surfers/Happy Flowers 



(horror) or the condescension of a Nobukazu 
Takemura/Jad Fair (joy), rather a heart-stopping 
confla(gra)tion of that paralysing fear and that 
infinite freedom childhood contains. The music 
sits in a space that's half skewered by nature's 
terrifying closeness, half pent-up with an inchoate 
rage at the space around it, a desire to break into 
and thieve every available breath of air it can while 
it can still get giddy. 

What's most bizarrely recalled for me by 'Grass' 
and The Softest Voice' is Disco Inferno - there's 
that same refusal to talk down to or around 
childhood, rather a Roald Dahl-esque immersion 
in the true nightmarish/euphoric rush of kidlife, 
a realisation that the entirely natural psychedelics 
the body creates when packed with enough blue- 
pop are always gonna be way more powerful than 
any pills or dots. The performance itself is just 
as informed by that sense of infantile discovery 
- there's finesse to be sure, but the truest moments 
are when Avey Tare and Deakin drop those guitars, 
start hollering into the mics; when AC clamber 
and leap and treat their stage as a sonic adventure 
playground, a new den to be abused in the drive 
towards a new sound, towards satisfying some 
insatiable inexplicable wonder. 



AC'S cells can't be opened up enough, can't 
cram enough stimuli in. As Geologist and Panda 
Bear slam the same snare with the fury and joy 
of a pair of toddlers, you sense that this perilous 
dissatisfaction is the motor behind both the 
ruthless regression and the blinding push forward 
that is AC's animus. 

The weakest moments within the hour of 
orchestrated bedlam we get tonight are when they 
give us time to breathe, respond, applaud, realise 
we're not appalled -they remind you that you're 
seeing a show, hearing songs, that you're holding 
a plastic pot, that you're surrounded by chubby 
Brummies in Faust and Can T-shirts. Rather it's 
those long, strung-out moments where your 
mind's saying 'hippywank' and your body's saying 
'move NOW that are most effective -the times 
when the delay journeys so far from home it 
collapses in on itself (like John Martyn zipped 
on Tartrazine getting backed by Skinny Puppy); 
the times when the beats jitter and punch like your 
kindergarten heart on Christmas Eve; the moment 
when a spectral weft of plucked Yue-Qin mandolin 
suddenly transports you into a fairytale dungeon; 
the times when you don't know what to think, 
but your skin and bones know what to feel. 



Breaking The Illusion 



The Faversham, Leeds 

Coming on like the Brassic 5, a stoic humour 
only ever traced back to a Yorkshireman's 
DN A bleeds through the ice-cold flows 
stuttering through a cordless mic. When 
technology fails him, Tom (MC-cum-old- 
school-entertainer) laughs it off with 
a thousand-yard grin, pride and humility 
dripping from the warm-blanket basslines 
in equal measure. 

Theirwell-trodden grooves apply 
welcome CPR to an over-heated audience. 
The metronome's at work, as Marie's 
dreads sway in perfect time with Tom's 
errantly swinging arm, and the shifty 
dance moves materialising out front. 



As the gentle plea of 'Mr Bouncer' gives 
way to the final number, the sturdy rapping 
gives way to a the hoary rock roar of, "I've 
been waiting so looong ". Old skool beats 
give way to nu-skool brrapps from a beaming 
crowd: we bathe in the sweat of their 
determination to cool ourselves down. 
Hayley Avron 



DJ C/Ripley/Kid Kameleon 



Blue Mountain, Bristol 

Breakcore/mashcore/callitwhatyouwantcore 
has developed into a bizarre beast. Many 
original protagonists have declared its 
demise; raves are beginning to resemble 
squat catwalks, equal amounts of pilled party 
people present for the social element as to 



dance like gibbons with serious coordination 
problems. Coffee table drum and bass always 
suffered from a seam of malignant be-seen 
cool, but this is just weird. Anti-fashion is 
becoming fashion. 

Bristol's bustling scene has less to fear 
than most thanks to its immense Toxic 
Dancehall nights, and in half of The Riddim 
Method collective - DJ C, Ripley and Kid 
Kameleon -we are, John Major-stylee, 
back to basics. Kameleon, a towering gent 
sporting a T-shirt that reads, splendidly, 
'Fucking Dick', makes a case for dubstep 
overtaking ragga-jungle floor-fillers before 
deciding he's better occupied rinsing the 
grooves offa some choice Amen-infused cuts. 
Ripley, meanwhile, is mainly remarkable as, 



shock horror, a lady in this infamously male- 
heavy environment. But once there, she 
rocks the room until gender becomes 
merely another word in the dictionary. Like 
Kameleon, she calls Oakland home, but 
temporarily resides in Berlin - a worldwide 
approach is confirmed by snatches of The 
Bug's soundsystem booty-shaking and 
breathless Dizzee Rascal samples. 

Which leaves Massachusetts cat DJ C to 
pick up the spare with guaranteed winners 
like 'Billy Jungle' (if you can't guess, you 
probably need logic injections) and his 
rewiring of Debaser's 'Crazy Baldheads'. 
Brilliant bangers and mash: it's a variety 
Uncle Sam excels at. 
Adam Anonymous 
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private dancer 

Words: Amy Prior 
Photography: Simon Fernandez 

Cat Power 

Barbican, London 

My older sister used to play beautiful music on the 
piano in our front room. I would listen to it outside 
the door and then sometimes I would slowly, 
silently turn the handle and creep in. Then I used 
to do a secret thing: I used to dance behind her 
while she practised for her piano lessons. I would 
make up ballet moves, pirouetting around the 
room, standing on tiptoes, arching my hands in 
great, exaggerated shapes. If my sister had heard 
me, had become distracted and looked round, 
I would have frozen or run out of the door. 

I am remembering this as I watch Chan Marshall 
on stage at the Barbican. She's accompanied by 
the Memphis Rhythm Band: guys with names like 
Teenie and Harlan who play drums, bass, guitar, 
piano, sax, organ, trumpet. There's also some 
strings and powerful female backing vocals. This 
whole tour was cancelled, then delayed for a few 
months after the release of The Greatest due to 
Chan's illness. Tonight, she mentions exhaustion 



with touring, telling the audience twice that she 
is now sober ("Now I drink tea like the English ! "); 
she has also talked about a lost love. 

The band opens, and I worry the night will 
be like some Pizza Express jazz concert. We are 
in the Barbican, after all, and the other people in 
the audience have paid the price of my weekly food 
bill to be here. But when Chan emerges, any hope 
of a slick show is instantly, beautifully disrupted. 

Everyone has their Chan story. The suited 
broadsheet journalist sitting beside me talks 
excitedly about one show where she lay down 
on the stage for half an hour. Years ago I saw her 
in a performance where she played no song all 
the way through; where she stood barely visible 
in the dark part of the stage, absent-mindedly 
strumming a guitar with no melody, and shouted 
at people who were talking at the bar. I felt guilty: 
like an observer at a freak show. 

But when this rootsy musical family 
accompanies her, she's like the kooky daughter 
they all love. She can finally relax on stage and 
concentrate on singing the songs from The 
Greatest in her soft, slow, bluesy voice. They're 
sharply observed, ageless stories of love, dashed 
hopes, bitterness, regret. Sometimes her vocals 



trail off: she is the trashed survivor, the heroine. 
At other times, there is a vocal strength I never 
heard before. The nervous energy that can make 
her solo shows edgy is only really visible tonight 
in jerky hand movements, skips and dance 
movements while she sings. She makes ragtime 
moves, barefoot in jeans. ("I didn't feel like 
dressing up! Do you dress up in England?") 

And then ballet! On hearing the piano 
introduction to 'Where is My Love?' she whispers, 
to no one in particular, "Oh, I like this one," 
and stands on her tiptoes and pirouettes across 
the huge stage to the microphone before starting 
to sing. 

" Do you think she has ADD?" the broadsheet 
journalist whispers to me. "No," Isay. I remember 
my own tiptoed moves. "She's just totally on 
her own trip. She's almost forgotten there's 
an audience." 

She could have been in her bedroom, her living 
room, six-years-old in the front room -and it would 
have been the same unselfconscious, deeply 
flawed, beautiful thing. The broadsheet journalist 
has filled a pad with notes. I wonder what he is 
writing down now. I have biroed some words on 
my hand. Some of them are here. 



Duchess Says 



Macbeth, London 

The Turkish girl on the bus is getting on 
everyone's nerves, sing-song shouting the 
same syllables over and over again, wielding 
a pink Barbie umbrella. Hopefully she will 
grow up to be like A-Claude, a pillar of the 
Church of Budgerigars and lead singer of 
Duchess Says, and find a way to transform 
her commuter-irritating tongue-speaking 
into a hymn to the spiritual budgie, or, more 
importantly, rock of the petrochemical kind. 
Backed by a drum/guitar/bass/synth unit 
and occasionally wielding a keytar — in lieu 
of a pink Barbie umbrella - she rolls her 
eyes back and swallows the microphone, 
swapping tantrum for doom trance. She 



regains the ability to speak, if you could 
say that about French Canadian, and we 
witness another kind of prayer: "Dancing 
on my knees, singing rosary". The duchess 
says rock and they rock; she says grind some 
black metal thrash and they thrash; throw 
some minimal DIY disco and they do. We 
say all hail the duchess, kneel and dance. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 



Eggstock 2006 



Phoenix Arts, Leicester 

Rejoice! A second annual celebration of 
Pickled Egg records, an affirming flame 
to all who cherish the virtues of quality, 
diversity and good old fashioned weirdness. 
Black Carrot's monster-jazz traces 



a queasy trajectory between the fretless 
groove of Morphine and the trippier end of 
Soft Machine. Something of a contrast, then, 
when James Green and friends present 
the most beautiful and low-key performance 
of the day, post-Jansch guitar figures 
augmented by bells, loops and chants. Need 
New Body's Tookie Sherman unveils his 
chaotic Superbompers project: aided by 
several press-ganged drummers and 1 rolls 
of tinfoil, it's an admirable attempt to outdo 
the Boredoms on a charity shop budget. 

Next, Dragon Or Emperor return to 
reap souls with their mighty bass/drums riff- 
harvest and Zukanican up the jazz-count, 
fusing free horn scree to a cosmic Can 
backbeat. George chill and delight with 



their elegant English songcraft before Scatter 
offshoot Nalle take us to a darker Albion 
of waltzing laments, electrified drone and 
shrieked nursery rhymes. And now is the 
time for Now, an ambitious eight-piece 
aiming at our dancing feet with synths, 
brass, guitar skronk and plentiful cowbell, 
like a Neu ! -infused Elephant 6 take on LCD 
Soundsystem. Then to a darkened, smoke- 
filled auditorium where battle-hardened 
avant-gardists Volcano The Bear drag the 
uninitiated through a mire of Dadaist dread, 
perversely funny and deeply troubling, 
raising the spectres of both Samuel Beckett 
and David Lynch. Eight straight hours of 
extraordinary sound, and we're outta here. 
Ben Haggar 
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spiderland 

Words: Ben Hoyle 
Photography: Owen Richards 

Charalambides 

Cricketer's Arms, Sheffield 

So we go upstairs, and it looks like nothing 
so much as a squat in East Germany circa 1 974. 
Graffiti on the walls and holes in the ceiling, 
masking tape on the finger-stained windows. 
People stand and smoke and talk quietly on the 
fire escape. It feels like a party that the host has 
left. I look around at the torn jeans and T-shirts, 
at the warming pints on half-cocked tables. In the 
main room downstairs a DJ is playing heavy metal 
and lean hear and feel it through the floorboards. 

A man and a woman slide out of the crowd into 
a little taped-off area, and sit down. She says hello. 
He says nothing. Neither of them look at us, or at 
each other, or at anything but the guitars on their 
laps. Christina Carter begins to strum her guitar, 
the simplest child's chords rolling so softly that you 
can practically hear the vibration of the air. Tom 
Carter- her former husband - looks at her as she 
begins to sing in a voice high and close to cracking. 
Her words are few and simple and she repeats 



The sounds say everything 

her words don't, deliberately so 



them to the point of mantra. People sit cross- 
legged like schoolchildren and start to nod their 
heads to whatever beat they're hearing. Tom's 
guitar joins in, meandering through the Mississippi 
Delta to the mouth of the Ganges. Their songs 
stretch out to 1 0, 1 2, 1 5 minutes, now and then 
quickening and darkening like the air before 
a thunderstorm, but no storm ever comes. 

Tom's hand convulses over his guitar and in 
the gloom becomes a blur, but the music is so heat- 
dazed that it can't keep up that pace for long. The 
songs are so full of and from the desert that I'm 
not sure you can hear them properly any other 
place. They give only what they're intended to 
give - solemnity, echoes of age, darkness . 

The way Christina sings so few lines; the way 
their songs seem almost entirely without structure; 
and the venue, too, the resolute anti-glamour of 
the room, make tonight feel less like a gig and 
more like an intrusion into a private rehearsal. 



I look out of the smeared window, to the 
world outside where the sun failed a few hours 
ago. I can see the tops of the trees, the streetlights 
just beginning to burn, the sky beyond blue 
and headed to dark. It's true -twilight is the 
loneliest time. 

And then it starts to make sense. Their songs 
are for those hot nights when you can't find the 
cool side of the pillow, when you throw all the 
windows open wide and pray for the air to move. 
For nights when you can't feel yourself breathe. 
Music for being alone and awake, when everyone 
else in the world has been asleep for hours. 

It's music like spider silk - at first gossamer and 
frail, you only realise how strong it is when you try 
to get rid of it. It's steel-strong, flatly serious. Drama 
without melodrama. The sounds say everything her 
words don't, deliberately so. And it sticks around. 
Just like the heat does, when night finally comes, 
and you're on your own. 



MANDY/Booka Shade/DJ T 



Fabric, London 

It's a pleasure to have some space at Fabric 
for once. Not that it's empty, but there's 
room for a proper dance - an essential at 
a Get Physical night. Label boss DJ T kicks 
things off with a set of turbo-charged, arse- 
shaking electro and techno that reaches 
one euphoric peak after another. 

The crowd swells in size for a live set 
from Booka Shade, whose immaculately 
constructed tunes have been everywhere the 
past few years. There's live drumming, crisp 
shirts and German crowd-working skills. 
Tireless anthems 'Body Language' and 
'Mandarine Girl' are revisited, and there's 
a fantastic version of 'In White Rooms'. And 



then it's over to MANDY on the decks with 
infectiously sharp and bouncy beats to ram 
the night home in suitably hedonistic style. 
Robin Wilks 



Peeping Tom 



Astoria, London 

"Can I get a Gay??" Hesitant applause. " 
I said! Can. I. Get. A. GAY?!?" 

Mike Patton is wearing the white suit. 
Flashing behind him is a huge neon G-A-Y 
sign. Is Mike sending up his heatseaking 
sexxxiness by abstracting the fact that every 
female in this room wants to eat him whole 
into showman-camp homo-ality? Patton, 
always so reluctant to acknowledge 
any attraction, so spitefully asexual. 



Flanked on Peeping Tom's live debut 
by beatboxer Rahzel and soul singer Imani 
Coppola, he looks ludicrous and heroic, 
ready to punch some hearts and shit some 
love. 'Mojo', 'Five Seconds', and 'Don't Even 
Trip' are all classic Patton, just done up in 
a fancy new suit of cartoon hip hop aggro. 

Irritating that the project has mainly 
been lauded as a return to Faith No More-y 
waters, because not only were FNM arguably 
Patton's least interesting band, he was 
their least interesting singer. Peeping 
Tom's amorphous assimilation of styles suits 
Patton's own raceless, sexless, non-identity. 

Pop is characterised by its rootlessness, 
so it makes sense that Patton could thrive 
in this space, where nothing matters but the 



sounds you make and the stupid cartoony 
shapes they project. Try dancing to Peeping 
Tom, you'll look stupid and feel amazing 
- like you're a rubber-limbed gangster toon 
with a pocketful of ACME-safe for haters' 
heads and beautiful badness on yr brain. 
Mike Patton is wearing the white suit. 
He jigs, gibbers, stomps and struts. He's 
the coolest pop star on the planet. He 
never did anyof this shit in Faith No More. 
David McNamee 



Akio Suzuki and John Butcher 



Wormit Reservoir, Fife. 

A man walks across his shadow. I hear it. 
Time stands still. We're down a dank 
manhole on a hillside in Fife, the echoing 
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made from concentrate 

Words: Frances May Morgan 
Photography: Simon Fernandez 

Regina Spektor 

Accelerator Festival, Stockholm 

Classically trained musicians throw a different 
kind of shape to rock-trained ones. Their playing 
faces are different. I always liked the contradiction: 
you get all trained up to play and sing the most 
delicate, skilled, rarified music, but in order to do 
so properly, you have to grimace, contort, sit with 
your legs unflatteringly positioned. You may have 
to play in concert dress, but the muscles, stamina 
and physical mannerisms of classical musicians can 
be as rock'n'roll as any Converse-clad cavortings. 
I like the way it weirds people out when they see 
it in a rock context, like last year when Chris 
decided he didn't fancy Joanna Newsom after 
all because she looked funny onstage. I think she 
was just concentrating really hard, which may not 
be considered the best look for a girl, but is by far 
the hottest one in my book. 

I'm thinking of this because I havejust watched 
The Spinto Band going apeshit over not much, 
doing winsome backwards jumping and waggling 



their arses like chickens while playing some nice 
but pretty simple songs on guitars and keys, which 
kind of proves my point in the opposite direction. 
So when Regina Spektor, clad in smart shorts and 
glittery belt, rouged and ringleted, takes her seat 
at an electric piano, I am happy to notice that 
she's sitting bolt upright, knees apart, feet firmly 
planted: confident, trained, no messing. She fills 
the whole big room with her big hands and big 
voice, opening her eyes wide and stretching her 
lipsticked lips like a couple of strips of sweet 
strawberry liquorice. 

And it's just her, too: thankfully divested 
of the wussy beats and odd arrangements that 
pepper her new album, Begin To Hope, Spektor's 
songwriting shines through like the assured, 
dynamic craft it clearly is. She gets us on her side 
right away by drawing us, all rueful and jaunty, into 
the lonely world of the artist ('Fidelity' -the lament 
of a girl too full of music to be lucky in love); then 
she thrills us with a one-handed drum beat on her 
piano stool and an almost-shouted rampage of 
a song about a boy's who's "so goddamn young" 
("And you don't love! Your GIRLFRIEND!" she 
hollers); and a klezmer-bouncy number about 
a statue of Baby Jesus in a shop window- a quirky 



observation of belief and unbelief. We've got love, 
anger, religion, wry humour, all rolled around the 
keys and tongue of a girl who looks like she'd be 
the best friend you could ever go to the flea market 
with. You'd find a tin tray with roses painted on 
it like your granny had. She'd buy a broken zither 
for two dollars and start playing it right there in 
the street, giggling with a hiccup in her voice, 
and then it would start snowing or something. 
And her voice - on record, its mannerisms 
get to you sometimes, the funny accents and 
carefully controlled upsand downs. Live, though, 
every vocal trick Spektor pulls is enchanting: funny, 
touching, occasionally self-effacingly grotesque 
(just for a tiny second). Because they work, 
and sometimes you just want to see and hear 
something -somebody -working perfectly right 
there before you. It doesn't really matter how many 
of her lyrics are about screwy situations and "that 
othertimeyou ODed" and sadness and dying 
breeds, because when Spektor's playful fingers 
bounce off the keys and back into her lap again 
and she breathes a sweet, faux-surprised "thank 
you " into the microphone it's like the end of a film 
where everything came right in a really clever way, 
and you felt churlish for wishing it any different. 



chamber of a disused reservoir, tracing unlit 
silhouettes: straining to define a bearded, 
tiny man embalmed in silvery light. 

He's Japan's Akio Suzuki - a divine 
inventor and enchanting maestro whose 
myriad hand-carved music contraptions in 
turns convey elemental ecstasy and cut glass 
minutiae: diminutive melodies glimmer as he 
wheedles wonder from tin cans, taut string, 
water, metal. Virtuoso saxophone mutilator 
John Butcher, meanwhile, carves up a rather 
more brutal (yet beautiful) discord. Face uplit, 
undulating like a blowfish, he relays a truly 
frightening series of livid drones and fidgety 
clicks and angry parps and apoplectic 
glissandi that torpedoes off the walls 
and comes back twice as hard. 



Butcher grates a scrabbling saxophone 
on his stubble; Suzuki clacks a gaggle 
of watery pebbles. They pace puddles, 
mouldering columns and wide-eyed 
human statues, forging a bewitching sonic 
array in a space so relentless as to render 
them formidable. Butcher is an iron lung. 
Suzuki a human pendulum. The room is 
cacophonous. Silent. Time passes. 
Nicola Meighan 



John Zorn In Residence: A 
Tribute To Derek Bailey 



Barbican, London 

The late improvising guitarist Derek Bailey 
spent a lifetime in a symbiotic relationship 
with The Moment. At no point was it clear 



who had the upper hand. Was Bailey a slave 
to The Moment or did it live in his pocket? 
Sadly, Bailey has taken that secret with 
him into the great beyond. However NYC 
saxophonist John Zorn is still here, and 
though it's an unlikely fit he has assembled 
an all-star wrecking crew to honour the 
Yorkshireman's memory. 

Gavin Bryars (double bass), Bill Laswell 
(electric bass), George Lewis (trombone), 
Milford Graves and Tony Oxley (both 
percussion) approach tonight's performance 
entirely unprepared, in accord with Bailey's 
own strict rules regarding improvisation, 
and proceed to teach us a modular lesson 
in protean flux. The players adopt various 
permutations, most notable of which are the 



hushed duet between Lewis and Bryars 
and Oxley's solo showcase, both gaps in the 
dense fields of noise that characterise much 
of the evening's music. At any given point 
there is a musician onstage whose abilities 
bring on something like hypnosis in the 
observer. Bill Laswell is guite another matter. 
He seems unsure of when and what to 
play, and his contributions struggle to 
keep up with those of his collaborators, 
who handle The Moment confidently 
enough to accommodate a little humour, 
as guest vocalist Mike Patton clambers onto 
a babbling Milford Graves' shoulders for the 
cataclysmic finale. All this and not one guitar 
in evidence. Derek would have approved. 
Joe Stannard 
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beautiful horizon 

Words: Hannah Gregory and Miranda lossifdis 
Photography: Jimmy Billingham 



I feel wa 
as if f roir 
sunlight. 
There are 
only lasers 



Sonar 2006 

Barcelona 

on the road 

Hobbling down the back stairs of the Centre 
de Cultura Contemporanea de Barcelona, 
waving fans in tandem, a lady with a walkie 
talkie rushes us out into the street and points 
ahead: "They went that way! "We're walking 
Barcelona's back streets with Michelle Teran. 
I first noticed her project among the piles of 
exhibits, as it shares its name with Georges 
Perec's Life, A User's Manual. This book 
is important: he moves around a Parisian 
apartment block in the path of a Knight's 
Tour on a chessboard, describing each 
room's contents with deliberate precision. 

Teran is in front of the Chinese cornershop 
when we find her, antenna in one hand 
and a plasma screen strapped onto a 
trolley in the other, the Barca crowd milling 
around her. Five other people watch. No 
one says anything. 

On the plasma screen is a crackly, almost 
moving image -aisles of black and white 
packaging. It's the shop we brought our beer 
from earlier. A worker holds up a packet of 
Pringlestothe camera, and our host starts 
walking, antenna held up high. We follow 
her down streets where festival wristbands 
mean nothing, halting whenever a signal 
is picked up. 

In the logistical nightmare that is Sonar, 
navigating the city without a concrete 
destination is satisfying. Teran says she is 
interested in the boundaries of private 
surveillance. Her concern is with how wireless 
networks embody these ideas, the "invisible 
strata of an urban environment", but in the 
end, the performative aspect of this project 
comes to the fore. 

We finally end our path with locals, 
cyclists, and children mesmerised by this 
screen showing the inside of another shop. 
The owner stands grinning on his doorstep 
adjacent to the crowd, puffing his chest out 
in honour of the broadcast. 

(Ml) 

on the pulse 

Thursday 17:00 We arrive to see a 60-year- 
old lady tapping herfeettoa human beat- 



boxer. She's serene in the sunshine and so 
are we; off to see The Knife. Masked and 
mysterious behind projections of swirling 
shapes and spider-webs, the pair announce 
the start of the party with a mash of terrorised 
synths. I relay to you what follows via a series 
of photographs shot in my head, scored with 
surround sound and bass thick enough to 
swim through. They'd be on my Flickr account. 
If only I had one. 

Friday 1 7:00 A warrior march. A wet 
body. A writhing waist, wrapped in pyjamas. 
It's the snarl of Liars' Angus Andrew (above). 
He bays, he drips, he conquers -and spits 
us out into swathes of bad disco-smog, set 
to duel with the nighttime. 

Saturday 01:30 On stage at Off-Sonar, 
and the Black Strobe f rontman hogs the 
stage with the sort of dance moves that see 
Miss AMP dub him, "The electroclash Ricky 
Gervais". And that there, that's us, owning 
James Murphy's dancefloor, and dodging 
two crack dealers, an afro-ed Oompa Loompa 
and a Peruvian surfer desperate to take us 
"surFEEinng", in the process. 

Saturday 08:00 Surfer dude defeated 
us. We walk home with sea-soaked knickers 
and tired smiles, to the amusement of several 
locals out to fetch breakfast. 

Sunday 02:00 The surreal finale: a disused 
airport where fun is hoarded for release 
but once a year, and those who go in exit 
changed, and somehow broken. The spaces 
inside appear like huge cells, each seemingly 
changing position like the squares of a Rubik's 
Cube. Christmas lights hang from the ceiling. 
I feel warmth, as if from sunlight. There are 
only lasers. And there are our souls, on the 
press area floor, zapped by a kind Frenchman 
who says we look like woodland nymphs. 

Sunday 03:00 On the dodgems, however, 
delicate woodland nymphs we are not. 
They bring out Lady Death of the Formula 
One Circuit (this is Miss AMP), while Miranda 
thinks she's off on a country amble. 

Sunday 06:00 (or beyond) Reeling five 
feet off the ground, with Richie Hawtin 
and the sunrise. It's a Sonar cliche: our 
faces are bent backwards, our bodies 
withstanding... just. 

We exit, changed, and somehow broken. 

(HG) 



live preview 

gang gang dance 

Brooklyn new primitives score rain dances for the urban 
jungle. Frazzled dub-reggae, Middle Eastern melodies, 
pots'n'pans percussion, and ethnographic field 
recordings. Hop on board their magic carpet - ethnic 
tourists fly for free. 

London TDK Festival (August 26), London Luminaire 
(28), Brighton Audio (29), Dublin The Hub (31), 
Manchester Zion (Sep 1), Leeds Faversham (2) 

acid on sea mklll: techno on thames 

Wheels Against Hooves splice the mainbrace for a third 
night of raving it up on the river. Shake your sea-legs to 
sets from Baby Ford, Ceephax, Cylob, Unique-3, Nick 
Glider and Wheels Against Hooves DJs. 
London Tower Pier (August 1 8) 

the official carling weekend 

A mountain of portaloos piled into an impromptu 
pyre. . .But far from the action, there's some bands 
playing too. Franz Ferdinand, Pearl Jam, The Streets, 
Yeah Yeah Yeahs, The Raconteurs, Maximo Park, Primal 
Scream, Animal Collective, Hot Chip, Nouvelle Vague, 
TV On The Radio, Dizzee Rascal. 
Leeds Bramham Park (August 25, 26, 27) Reading 
Richfield Avenue (August 25, 26, 27) 

william elliott whitmore 

Life, love, loneliness and loss meet in the gravely larynx of 
Iowa's William Elliott Whitmore. Ragged, roots Americana 
from a man with nothing to lose. 
Edinburgh Liquid Rooms (August 5), Leeds In The 
Pines (6), Newport Le Pub (8), Norwich Arts Centre 
(10), Leicester Summer Sunday Weekender (1 2) 

palimpsest festival 

1 9th Century Cambridge church holds a mass for outsider 
folk sounds. Hawk And A Hacksaw, Sunburned Hand 
Of The Man, Alasdair Roberts, Directing Hand, Chris 
Corsano, and a heavenly host of Wyrd England 
newcomers, plus Bad Timing and Plan B's Frances 
May Morgan on the wheels of oak. 
Cambridge All Saints Church (August 26) 

future of the left 

Sewn together from the severed limbs of Cardiff's Mclusky 
and Ammanford's Jarcrew, newcomers Future Of The Left 
offer brutish Shellac minimalism, acidic between-song 
conversation, and an unexpected seam of Morphine-style 
gutter blues. Heckle at your peril. 
Camden Monarch (Sep 1), Brighton Pressure Point 
(2), Southampton Joiners Arms (9), Bath Moles (9), 
Cardiff Clwblfor Bach (10) 

hair police 

Lexington, Kentucky's lords of noise marshall electronics, 
tape-loops, and oscillators in service of analogue 
destruction. First British shows from this group that 
features Mike Connelly ofWolf Eyes. 
London Barden's Boudoir (August 1), Brighton The 
Free Butt (2), Exeter Zephyr Bar (3), Oxford TBC 
(4), Cambridge The Portland Arms (5), Nottingham 
The Old Angel (6), Newcastle Cumberland Arms 
(7), Glasgow TBC (8), Edinburgh Henry's Cellar 
Bar (9), Manchester The Phoenix (10), Leeds The 
Cardigan Arms (11), Sheffield The Cricketers Arms 
(1 2), Bristol TBC (13), London Gramophone (1 4) 

green man festival 

Idyllic Welsh folk three-dayer with a dark Wicker Man 
undertone. Acts include Donavan, Jose Gonzalez, Silver 
Jews, Calexico, The Aliens, Kieran Hedben & Steve Reid, 
James Yorkston, Sunburned Hand Of The Man, Alasdair 
Roberts, Bert Jansch, King Creosote, Voice Of The Seven 
Woods, Josephine Foster, Skygreen Leopards, TV 
Personalities, Euros Childs, Micah P Hinson. 
Glanusk Park, Brecon Beacons (Aug 18, 19, 20) 
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VIRGIN PASSAGES 

'Mandalay' CD/LP 

A collection of early tracks from limited 

edition self-released boxes and tapes. 

"A sublime rather epic piece 

or work" TOTALLY RADIO 

M One of the mosf touching 

things you" It hear ail year" 

LOSING TODAY 

"A small hours soundtrack from 

chamber-folk fragments" 

LOOSE LIPS SINK SHIPS 






DAVE CLOUD 1 GOSPEL OF POWE 
'Napoleon Of Temperance' CD 
Napoleon Of Temperance is the debt, 
from Nashville legend Dave Cloud 
the Nashville Shaman - and his band, 
The Gospel Of Power fa Nashville 
supergroup comprising members of 
Lambchop and Clem Snide). 
Think Captain Beefhean" meets Daniel 
Johnston; a kind of disjointed 
voodoo-psychedelic btues folk 
"If you like your mavericks far out 
then you'll love this crazy balloon" 
ARTROCKER 

'The last genuine lost genius is still 
out there* 4/5 SUNDAY TIMES 



"Soaring atmospherics and killer melodies" 
PlanB 

"A genuine reason to be cheerful" 

Rock Sound 

olhum rii rhr i eir " 



£3 



"A bokt *nd flHlnring nannrpkn., An imndibi* otiik WHcnxtv." 

'Quilt sirwi|fly i hcaurifcd, xuhiliinc aJhum. MfljrcJlntijL*' 

"l(iirti*i--,AHij!ri(i|ji..SsJix - iivT.,.l<Htftk4(>(u,..UnikiB*bk-ljrtHtt'" 
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The Keep Mother 1 0" Series 

"An amazingly well thought out series 

this, from one of the mosi interesting 

labels in the UK at the moment" 

BOOMKAT 

"This series promises to be the must 

have accessory of the year" 

LOSING TODAY 

LIARS %j}*3 ' ■ 

"How Many More Times" 
GERRY MITCHELL I LITTLE SFARIA 
"Feasting On My Heart" 
HOPEWELL (feat. MERCURY REV) 
"Notbirds" 
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LIONS & TIGERS 

"Flight Sauare" 

DAVE CLOUD 

"All The Same" 

MATTHEW BAYOT 

"Carousel" 

VIRGIN PASSAGES 

'The Seagulls" 

BENDER 

"(Woe Woe] Riding North" 

COMING SOON: NEUTRAL MILK HOTEL "ON AVERY I 
PUERTO MUERTO 'SPACEAGE CAMPFIRE SONGS' an 
performing 'SONGS OF MUERTO COUNTY' live @ The Barbican 
251h November 2006 - with AMERICAN MUSIC CLUB. 
VARIOUS ARTISTS - JAMES JOYCE CHAMBER MUSIC 
[FEATURING ...PETE BUCK, JIM O ROURKE, MIKE WATT, SPHYR 
JESSICA BAILIFF. TEXT OF UGHT. WILLY MASON. EVAN DANDO 
and many many more. 




Dowrilaad the "The Telekinesis" 'free from 

Pitchfork & listen la the whale album an LastFM 

www,piichforkmedta,com f WTrw.lastfm.com 

www.firerecords.com 





The Magical World Of Fire 
www!flrerecords .com 
www.keepmother.com 
ne In now ® www.lastfm.com 



No one could touch 
these women for 
sheer intransigence 
and confrontation 
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■ never surrender 



Words: Everett True 
Illustration: Katy Horan 
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In Gut's House 

Griller (Blast First/Mute) 

Ut: music: the syllable used in the fixed system ofsolmization for the note C. 

This is where music ended. 

Every gig these three New York ladies played between migrating to London in 1981 
and splitting in 1 990 felt like it could be their last, such was the force of their emotion, 
their unwillingness to compromise. Guitar strings were coerced, battered, detuned, 
retuned-and maybe only then returned, bruised and bewildered, to their original 
state. Vocals were spat out, mumbled, suddenly roared: Jacqui Ham and Nina Canal 
and Sally Young taking an eternity to switch between instruments (the band was truly 
democratic) and mic duties, seemingly unaware of the restrictions usually placed upon 
a band by its attendant audience (ie, to actually perform). 

First time we saw Ut at a Birthday Party gig, me and my mate Geoff sat studiously 
on the edge of the stage with our backs towards the trio, such was our hatred for their 
lack of presence and seeming reliance on crap guitar tuners. A few years later, we had 
bottles thrown at us by Fall fans -Fall fans, for fuck's sake -for dancing to Ut's jagged, 
post-No Wave rhythms. We went on to see Ut about 45 times: sure, we were aware 
of Sonic Youth's turbulent guitar-storms, of Live Skull's almost narcoleptic haze, of 
the Butthole Surfers' depraved pyrotechnics and The Membranes' shimmering fury 
- but no one could touch these women for sheer intransigence and confrontation. 
The deeper into themselves Ut dug, the more the audiences seemed to hate them: 
the gaps between songs would often became longer than the songs themselves as 
bickering took hold, but still they persisted, heedless yet acutely focused. 

It was hard to tell where the roots of this music lay - perhaps in Nina's previous 
band, Robin Crutchfield's rackety Dark Day, or in the relentless surge of Lydia Lunch's 
Teenage Jesus, or in John Cale's howling viola -but Ut were always something ■ 

separate, something apart. When I first experienced Babes In Toyland, I tried to 
explain their dissonant surge in terms of Ut - but soon realised that beyond the two 
bands' beautiful, scaly noise there really weren't that many parallels to be drawn. 

Ut's reluctance to pander was matched only by their hatred of the studio -or so it 
seemed. A cassette, UtLive was released on Out in 1981, and a 12-inch followed, both 
of which captured Ut in their brutal, uncompromising rawness. But it took eight years 
aftertheir conception in December 1978 forthe band to be accorded a full-length 
release, 1986's Conviction wherein the band finally documented some of their 
torturous unease, their fractured individuality shaped through bloody-mi ndedness 
into a coherent whole. It was excellent, as was 1987's long overdue retrospective Early 
Live Life, both records as dense and emotional and fragile as you'd expect from a band 
who'd made a career out of onstage deliberation. It wasn't until Ut release! 
brace of records, however -the double 12-inch In Gut's House (1988) and Gr/7/er(1989) 
-that they managed to truly capture the intensity of their live shows on vinyl. 

Even 18 years on, In Gut's House is astonishing: 10 songs that scrape and scour away | 
until they reach that elusive core at the very heart of music, the core so very few bands 
reach (maybe The Velvet Underground on 'Venus On Furs', perhaps Sonic Youth on 
'Death Valley '69'). On/n Gut's House, Ut transcended their origins, their surroundings 
-everything and anything - most especially on the two middle songs, the violin- 
scarred 'Shut Fog' and 'Homebled'. The entire album is a series of epiphanies and ■ 
denouements, bursts of impassioned vocals offset by clattering drumbeats and 
needling guitar. Lyrics were dark utterances, part-Patti Smith, part-something 
altogether more feral and vulnerable. 

Griller is damn fine, too, but it pales in comparison. Maybe Ut realised they couldn't 
hope to repeat the moment. The 11 songs present still shredded; deep, malicious, 
urgent and intricately layered. (You can tell now where its producer Steve Albini 
discovered the sound he later used to such devastating effect on PJ Harvey's Rid Of 
Me.) Brief guest member Charlie D pounded up a welter of intent on the drums: 
relentless, heavy, frantic and . . .just. . .blam blam blam blam blam blam blam.. . 



Everett True interviews Ut 
Motivation: "Compulsion." 
Inspiration: "Contempt." 
Confrontation: "Revelation." 
Realisation: "The goalie's anxiety at the | 
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First Nation 

First Nation (Paw Tracks) 

How do the three women of First Nation make their 
songs? Do they weave them from appliqued off- 
cuts, collated with an instinctive and delightful lack 
of reverence? I'm imagining an archive of fabrics 
and haberdashery fragments. But it's not like the 
Victoria And Albert Museum's room full of drawers 
containing William Morris originals, with its 
connotations of formality. These are girls from NYC 
whotourwith Animal Collective. It'sthe human 
silence of that room in South Kensington -the way 
the glass protects the silks from ever touching each 
other and the labels stop some drawers ever being 
opened. Chronologically stored according to 
geographical source, this trove of gorgeous fibres 
retains a layer of dust as visitors pass by, devoid of 
hunter gatherer urges, intimidated by hidden 
contents of Victorian wooden cabinets. 

If this album here works as a storage space for 
all the reams of fabric these three women have 



Garish factory- 
manufactured polka 
dots and stripes border 
the melodies 

amassed, it is not systematically ordered and it 
is not closed. The songs comprise of misshapen 
parts. Of what was once metres and metres and 
is now a handheld patch. Of found costumes 
that were too big and tapered in to fit. Worn 
for a while and passed round in circles until 
the smell caught onto skin and the garment 
shredded. Only the key details kept: a soft patch 
of brown suede, a top button, tightly stitched 
pleats, a silk-screened rose. And this isn't a story 
of a radicalised craft, by the way. It's a chapter 
of a loosely-bound document mapping a specific 
terrain, with Clare E Rojas' panels providing an 



illustrated centre and Fonal Records' Islaja 
an appendix. 

I think I want to know: where do the three 
women of First Nation find their cloth? Have they 
been to faraway places, or does that even need 
to happen nowadays? Actually, any sort of 
anthropological necessity in these songs is made 
redundant by the vivid interpretations. These are 
idiosyncratic fantasy worlds: there are repeated 
geometric patterns of primary colours via tribal 
polyrhythms. There's the bleached, intricate 
hand-woven East European lace of 'Female 
Trance'. Garish factory-manufactured polka dots 
and stripes border the melodies. The fragments 
of narrative held up are guitar patterns, vocal loops 
and wails, drawing multiple characters and motifs, 
a translucent strand of pop viewed through a layer 
of constantly shifting tulle. 

"Lead us to where our ghosts dance, "they sing, 
perpetually wandering, recording a document of 
places that don't actually exist. 



Counselling Orientation (Fiat Lux) 

The buzz around Parisian partyologists 
1 0lec6 (pronounced dislecsix) is no doubt 
generated entirely by their own electric 
currents, such are the kinetics given off by 
their debut album, following their EP 'Join 
Us' which, the press release tells us, is almost 
sold out in London's Rough Trade shop. It's 
no surprise, this attempt to suture the group 
with the spiritual home of Good Music Taste, 
whose landmark Post-Punk compilation 
a couple of years back launched a thousand 
bands/reissues. 1 0leco have inhaled that 
addictive Afro-dance air given off by The 
Slits and Bush Tetras (check the percussive 
sambas) and turned it into the glue that holds 
their messy hardcore pop songs together. 
Imagine The Germs living in multicultural, 
low-rent NYC, introduce them to a mud- 
covered Ari Up, and watch the sparks fly. 
George Taylor 



Barry Adamson 



Stranger On The Sofa (Central Control) 

John Barry breakbeat noir. Hammond- 
blitzed fat funk workouts. Soundscape and 
spoken word spy-flick moodiness. Of course, 
Adamson had that 'soundtrack without 
a movie' shtick nailed nearly 20 years ago 
with the pitch-black and mighty Moss Side 
Story. The recent snag has been that the 
songs proper which have peppered the last 
few releases have been way less involving 
than the widescreen blow-outs he's best 
at. Adamson's croon is pretty abundant 
here as well, but this time there's a contrast 
between the great (the swoonsome, 
Midnight Cowboy-\sb 'Long Road Back 
Again') and the insipid ('Theresa Green'). 
Damp patches are scarce, though, and 
there's still a perversely comforting Lynchian 
chill to the stygian sewer-funk of 'Dissemble' 
and the dub electronica of 'Free Love'. 
James Papademetrie 



Amps For Christ 



Every Eleven Seconds (5RC) 

The dude who brought you Californian bands 
Bastard Noise and Man Is The Bastard? Well, 
he is an angel, a hairy-graced modern-day 
aural Gepetto who hand-fashions hoary 
oscillators, wizard-y strings and sundry 
Cro-Magnon music machines. With Amps 
For Christ, Henry Barnes channels a devilish 
divinity through sitar-tampered trad-folk 
and renders death metal fit for a ceilidh, 
and vice versa. 

Barnes' infernal, incredulous palette 
smears highland-fling drill'n'bass, exquisite 
Celticfolk, Costa del Waltzes, beat-poet 
wig-outs, tabla hoe-downs and primal, 
arse-pummelling chaos. Jesus, on 
anfractuous power-ballad 'W I B', he 
even recalls Dire Straits. 

He's an alchemist, a madman, and 
he's playing with my heart. 
Nicola Meighan 



Gulag Orkestar (Ba Da Bing) 

Bring me lederhosen, bare chests, trumpets, 
accordions, rembetika, marching drums, 
Casios, maracas. Bring me Slavic beats and 
sepia jazz. Bring me Zachary Condon, and 
bring me him fast: for it is he who gathers 
these facets around him like planets and 
comets and stars. For Beirut is Condon with 
a little help from the folks of A Hack And 
A Hacksaw and Neutral Milk Hotel. 

The vintage artefact of a teenage 
Albuquerque bedroom, this debut is a 
precious endeavour that occasionally echoes 
Final Fantasy ('Postcards From Italy') and 
Jens Lekman ('Mount Wroclai'). Conan's 
a Balkan fanfare folkster and glorious 
gramophone bard, for whom klezmer seizes 
rock, Brandenburg usurps Bourbon, ukuleles 
overthrow guitars; and for whom our ears 
and hearts were made. 
Nicola Meighan 
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Blood Music 



Sing A Song Fighter (Static Caravan) 

Jenny Wilson and Karl-Jonas Winqvist's 
First Floor Power are now mainly known 
for The Knife's neon eulogy 'You Take My 
Breath Away' ( "I'm in the first row on the 
First Floor Power show/Your vibrato 's like 
vulnerable leaves. . . "). With Wilson's Love 
And Youth getting the attention that First 
Floor Power's Nerves was denied, the 
Stockholm band are due a reappraisal. 

Blood Music is the other half of that 
legacy. Winqvist's scrawled, Swedish voice 
here meanders without Wilson's imperious 
tones to frame it. For Love And Youth Wilson 
dreamed up a whole new pop sunset that 
sounded elative and desperate and accusing, 
but Winqvist settles largely for drawn-out 
indie song-doodles. 

It can be lazy-beautiful and it's never 
painful, but Sing A Song Fighternever 
sounds as necessary and internal as its 
excellent title suggests. I want music 
that stains my blood; that makes me think 
and feel different. Music that - like Love 
And Youth- makes me want to fight 
for myself. 
David McNamee 



Bugz In The Attic 



Back In The Dog House (NurtureA/2) 

I want to wake up to a London dressed in 
garish tracksuits, bouncing big hair, wrapped 
in funk made of tin foil and crackling with 
dyed cellophane. I want to wiggle my ass at 
the bus stop in the morning, to get high on 
clouds of burbling female vocals, to sit on 
bass like a blow up cushion . . . 

It's been a long time coming, there have 
been 1 2-inch records galore and Co-ops on 
Sundays and 2004's mix (Got The Bug), and 
sometimes you tremble - when you've been 
made to wait this long for an album -will 
there have been too much anticipation? 

No! Bounce through the pain, disco your 
desire to the sublime. West London-born 
future funk will never die. They blatantly had 
a ball making this. 
Melissa Bradshaw 



Cansei De Ser Sexy (Sub Pop) 

Brazilian sextet CSS rank as one of my 
favourite discoveries of 2006. Their 
sweaty, tropical take on electropop was 
irresistible, a smooth cocktail of beats 
topped off with a dash of sharp wit. 

Taking their name from a Beyonce quote 
- "I'm tired of being sexy" — they had their 
finger on the pulse of pop culture, and were 
equally at home poking fun at and fitting 
in with it. Their leaked album had, perhaps, 
a few too many songs which sounded 
as if they'd go down well at an indie disco 
(there is no greater insult), but surely 
this would be rectified when it was 
properly released... 

Oh no. They went the wrong way. 

The dancefloor delights of 'Bezzi' 
and 'Computer Heat' have unaccountably 
disappeared; the dull guitar plod of 'Off 
The Hook' unfortunately remains. 

Nevertheless, quibbles aside, the 
finest of CSS is fine indeed, with hipster 
pastiche 'Let's Make Love And Listen 
Death From Above' and the ebullient 
'Music Is My Hot Hot Sex' remaining two 
of the most finely crafted pop songs you'll 
hearthisyear. 
Alex Macpherson 




happy Occident 

Words: Frances May Morgan 

Illustration: Nick White 

The photo of Gamelan Son Of Lion 

on Locust Music's website shows 
a group of men and women sitting 
cross-legged at a selection of gongs 
and metallophones. They are serious, 
absorbed and slightly, preciously 
awkward. They're on a quest for 
a space in which intellect and 
instinct fuse to create a 'world' 
music from uncharted territories, 
an understanding built on pure 
sonics. They're hypnotic idealists, 
and they are gentle explorers. You 
can see all of this in their hair and 
hands and you can hear it in the still 
and stealthy chimes of Metal Notes. 

First released in 1 985 on 
cassette, Metal Notes is a pretty 
comprehensive picture of Gamelan 
Son Of Lion's methodology and 
sound. They formed in 1 976 with the 
aim of playing new music composed 
for traditional Javanese instruments; 
co-founder Barbara Benary is an 
ethnomusicologist who built the 
gamelan set used by the group. 
This, then, is music borne out of 
scholarship, yet it's beguiling and 
accessible. One reason for this is the 
attraction the gamelan has across a 
broad swathe oimusic enthusiasts 
both ethno-musicologically inclined 
and otherwise, arguably more so 
than any other 'ethnic' music since 
Indian music's popularity among 
Western audience in the Sixties. 

My take on this is that it's to do 
with the timbral similarity gamelan 
sounds have to those created by 
electronic sources, or at least those 



treated by electronic effects. On 
my first listen to Metal Notes, with 
no prior knowledge of the group, 
I heard in the elegant, tumbling 
chimes of 'Gamelan NEA' and the 
repetition of 'Either/Or-Or/Either' 
and 'Random Chords' echoes of 
some Rephlex-style electronica 
(Cylob's Mood Bells, of course), 
Boards Of Canada, Alog and 
Fennesz, as much as I heard John 
Cage's prepared pianos, minimalist 
composition and the original 
Indonesian source music. 

Most of all, I just heard something 
gorgeously tangible: tumbling, 
naturally ring-modulated patterns 
I felt I could roll between my fingers 
like a silver coin. You probably will 
too. Metal Notes is a fascinating 
document of a little-known group, 
and a delicate, illuminating listen. 

Meanwhile, Locust's reputation 
as a happy home for wayward 
songwriting is'further confirmed 
by Josephine Foster's awesome, 
gnomic Schubert-goes-Quicksilver 
excursion A Wolf In Sheep's 
Clothing and Function's The Secret 
Miracle Fountain, which combines 
melancholy, autumnal, woodland- 
tronica with pretty, guitar-based 
songs-The Booksarethe most 
immediate reference point: not 
a bad thing at all. 

In the same packet comes 
Yea Big's The Wind That Blows 
The Robot's Arms, on fellow Chicago 
label Jib Door. Mining the same 
glossolaliac seam as Japanese tabla 
dude Asa Chang, with a smattering 
of Anticon's more out-there 
presence, this is a kittenish bit of 
glitchy hip hop hyperactivity with 



Music borne out 
of scholarship, 
yet beguiling 
and accessible 

the odd, surprising moment of 
detuned gonzo acoustic guitar 
and the less surprising but equally 
fun moment of mic-ed up eating. 
Always a winner, that mic-ed up 
eating stuff. 

On a similar throat-twisting, 
kitten-shaking, balloon-squeezing 
vocal trip, but from the musical 
wasteland known as Belgium and 
infused with prodding, farting grime 
bass lines instead of breakbeats is 
the delightfully inexplicable SUN 
OK PAPI KO. Apparently it's one 
guy called Laurent, aided by 
Japanese MC lllreme. I looked up 
lllreme on the Internet and the 
automatic translator on Amazon.jp 
came out with "Chaos! Careless 
food ! Freedom ! Avarice ! " as a 
description of his album. Right there 
you have a pretty good summing up 
of Orchestre Philharmonok (Sonig), 
although for clarity I'd add " Koto 
madness! Toybox grime! Cheap 
batteries! Random motorik at Track 
6! Squelch! "to that. 

Listening to it was so fun that 
I almost went and wrote a whole 
thesis about cross-cultural musical 
exchange and the aesthetics of 
listening to an unfamiliar language 
and what proto-grime sounds like in 
Japanese, but then it all got a bit too 
much fun and I felt a bit sick, so I had 
to go lie down and listen to some 
gamelan music again. 
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crushworthy 

Words: Hannah Gregory 

Illustration: Marcus Oakley 

Love Is All 

Nine Times That Same Song (WYR) 

You're riding down the street on your wonky bicycle, 
a girl on a mission. You're precarious this morning. In 
your ears: bass strings, rooted in The Modettes' stomp 
and Essential Logic's groove, quivering. In your ears, the 
words: "Records and clothes on the floor/Remind me of 
the night before. . .Smudged lipstick, feeling sick" , sung 
like an itch; this feline, feminine tongue (think a softer 
Slits, Life Without Buildings). This is 'Make Out Fall Out 
Make Up', and it spells out the way you woke up today. 
It's part of the album's long and winding upswing. "It's 
a disco chase! " you laugh as the rhythm section takes 
off with tripping hi-hats and veering sax squall. 

You're riding in your duck-egg blue Volkswagen. 
You're trying to rock picnic chic - all ladylike restraint and 
composure. Then Love Is All blast from your stereo and 
they make you want to quit the picnic, the painted nails 
and the lunch dates. They make you stop; with the pretty 
almost-ballad, 'Turn The TV Off. Stop; and think about 
getting yourself together, against a background of 
saxophone flourishes that's just enough quiet and just 
enough reflection. They give you a pit-stop pep talk with 
the counterpart Turn The Radio Off, about the one song 



Big grins, gluttonous ice- 
cream, and...rollerblading! 
By the beach! 

you played over and over when mourning the last crush 
- "Nine times the same song! "-until you finally, blissfully, 
turned the damn song off. And then, then, they start 
you up again, like your car engine, with 'Spinning & 
Scratching' and breathless enthusiasm. This you already 
knew from the Rough Trade indiepop compilation, where 
it made you think big grins, gluttonous ice-cream, and. . . 
rollerblading! By the beach! 

So you're riding down the wide-paved promenade 
and you're pumping it like some LA blade-queen, making 
criss-cross patterns with your feet. This is 'Busy Doing 
Nothing', and this is saxophone: the creative push of 
dissonance that James Chance and Kleenex well knew. 
You think how indie spliced with free jazz should sound 
a terrible combination, but how, actually, saxophone can 
be a virtue, especially when it's played like this: un-tuned 
and chaotic but throttled on a tight leash. 

Love Is All take the painful bits and celebrate the 
bruises. They roll around in Riot Grrrl and buckle-my-shoe 
indie, live out Swedish light nights and hard vodka, until 
the painful bits aren't so painful anymore. But neither are 
you numb -No I You're singing, or dancing, or spinning 
sideways in stilettos, cheek down on a wet dancef loor. 



Circulus 



Clocks Are Like People (Rise Above) 

It's got to be hard to sing with your tongue 
this firmly stuck in your cheek. Circulus make 
like a deadly serious troupe of Renaissance 
revivalists, dressed in smocks and buckles, 
clutching lutes and crumhorns. In reality, they 
sound more like the cast of Look Around You 
disguised as maths teachers performing 
a pastiche of early Seventies folk-prog. Sure, 
it's kind of facetious but lurking underneath 
there are some genuinely wigged-out 
moments of Moog madness and lyrical 
ridiculousness. If you've ever had even the 
tiniest secret appreciation of anything by 
Trees or Jethro Tull this will make you smile. 
Daniel Spicer 



David Cloud & Gospel Of Power 



Napoleon Of Temperance (Fire) 

I occasionally wish for an uncle. He's the guy 
who'll, after being invited to the wedding of 
Cousin Suzie, crashes the dancefloor and 
proceeds to sing like Mick Jagger trapped 
inside a dog until they pull the plug, then 
continues anyway. Later in the evening, he'll 
take me to one side and tell me about Russ 
Meyer films and scuzzy Sixties psychedelic 
garage bands and then ask if I want to go out 
back for a drink. If I have some, he downs it 
and starts hollering like Tom Waits eating out 
a drainpipe. And if I haven't any, he does 
exactly the same, but curses me occasionally 
in a good-natured fashion. 

I don't have an uncle like that but if I did, 
I suspect he'd be called David Cloud. Fuck 
knows about the Gospel Of Power. 
Kieron Gillen 



Coachwhips 



Double Death (Narnack) 

To assume that a CD + DVD documenting 
the explosion of guts, blood and eardrums 
that is Coachwhips' chaotic live show could 
be anything like the night we watched John 
Dwyer climb up sofas, walls and people for 
about 200 seconds before the venue pulled 
the plug is deeply misguided. Rare tracks and 
footage proving Dwyer will go all the way for 
five people at a house party as much as an 
overcrowded festival audience add some 
value to Double Death, but ultimately it's 
Coachwhips grinding, blinding, noise- 
crunching -which an almost reactionary 
knack for classic mid-20 tn Century rock'n'roll 
somehow survives - that will win you over. 

Some bands sing about appliances. 
Some bands sound like they are singing from 
within appliances. Coachwhips take the 
latter approach to great effect. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 



The Come Ons 



Stars (Mo Pop) 

Sometimes, music criticism is best served 
as a series of ticks and crosses. You can wax 
lyrical about innovation and introversion 
and sonic immersion all you like, but what 
if the damn record just pushes all the right 
buttons? The Come Ons come on like 
Detroit's answer to Holly Golightly- all feline 
grace and teasing Sixties melodies, with 
a serious propensity for the groove. Notes 
linger. Riffs splurge. Beats shimmer. 
Before, I had them tagged as a Francophile 
counterpart to The Detroit Cobras, but 
dreamtime melodies 'FKS' and 'Lullaby' have 
them down as the new Slumber Party. And 
that definitely earns a big fat yes in my ledger. 
Everett True 
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electrostatic Imaaine if Afrika ambient interludes, like Kraftwerk pastiche 
Words' Daniel Trilling miayiiic ■■ nllina 'Machines' or the growling bass and whip-crack 
Illustration: Colin Henderson BaiTlbaata Had never snareof 'In Water'. Bywayof accompaniment, 

Dabrye has assembled a range of MCs-MF Doom, 
Dabrye C|Ot IlltO KraftWGrK Beans, Wildchild and more -to spit staccato beat 
Two/Three (Ghostly) poetry over a handful of the tracks. Best of the 
Blimey. Imagine if Afrika Bambaata had never making stupid faces to Dabrye's Two/TTiree. bunch is fellow Ann Arbor, Michigan resident 
got into Kraftwerk. Here in Europe we'd be (My flatmate is out.) Kadence, who delivers abstract, politicised lyrics 
stuck with a load of spoddy boys pretending to Kicking off with electronic swirls and in a rich drawl, threatening to, "Make elementary 
be really boring robots and, over in the US, rap a declamatory voice demanding we "Get up", rhyme schemes from the chattel of slave owners" . 
would have been an Eighties novelty fad to rank Two/Three is a scattershot collection of wonderfully Abstract enough so that you can lose yourself 
alongside New Coke, feathered mullets and covert original electro hip hop that menaces and soothes in the music, without ever straying too far from 
military support for right-wing dictatorships. You in equal measure. References? Think the best reality, Two/Three is brilliant slice of retro-future 
heard. Well, anyway, it's a good thing Bam (as bits of DJ Shadow or Anti-Pop Consortium given funk that should make hip hop and electro heads 
he likes me to call him) decided to invent electro a shiny new metallic coating that Dabrye seems alike sit up and take notice. If anyone ever tells you 
because, firstly, it means 'Rapper's Delight' is to have picked up from Ghostly labelmate (and that hip hop has run out of ideas, or that it's all 
a fading memory, and secondly, 1 get to sit here techno producer) Matthew Dear. gone 'commercial', give 'em a poke in the eye from 
in my swelteringly hot flat after a crowded journey The music alternates between the moody, me and play them this album at full volume until 
on the piss-stained Silverlink and bounce around thudding rhythms of tracks like 'The Stand' and they admit they're wrong. 



The Creeping Nobodies 



Sound Of Joy (Blocks Blocks Blocks) 

Some days I feel like I'm living in a time 
warp. Guess I don't care too much, but this 

- malicious, brooding, jagged, sarcastic, 
venomous, inclement and claustrophobic 

- makes me feel like I've momentarily slipped 
back to 1 980. I'm stuck inside the Rough 
Trade Record Shop and they're playing 
another incredible Fall/Blue Orchids/GI*xo 
Babies-influenced seven-inch over the shop 
stero again. But no! It's 26 years later, we're 
in Toronto among the Blocks Blocks Blocks 
community, listening to the sophomore 
record from former members of Sick Lipstick 
and -yeah, sure I love it. Of course I do. 

www.blocksblocksblocks.com 
Everett True 



Cutting Pink With Knives 



Oh Wow (Adaadat) 

D'yer want my advice, kid? No? Well, here 
goes anyway: by all means go and see this 
band live, but before you splash your wad 
on their album, track down OLD's currently 
out-of-print Old Lady Drivers, Lo Flux Tube, 
The Musical Dimension Of Sleakstak and 
Formula LPs. 

OLD were the worst-selling band on 
Earache. They were led by Khanate's Jim 
Plotkin and Alan Dubin on guitar and vocals 
respectively, and pioneered cyberdelicspazz- 
grind roughly a decade before welding 



synths to blastbeats became the last refuge 
of the terminally boorish. Suffice to say, OLD 
are one of the few bands to ever come within 
spitting distance of Boredoms in terms of 
creating a genuinely modern form of 
psychedelic rock. 

London trio Cutting Pink With Knives 
occasionally hit on something which causes 
you to sit up and cock your head to one side 
like an overeager, expectant terrier-the 
bipolar birdbath of 'Merry Christmas You 
Spineless Fuck' is particularly fun-tastic 
- but I'd recommend time machine owners 
to skip forward a couple of years to their third 
album, which will make this one sound like 
the one-dimensional sonic scribble it is. 
Joe Stannard 



The Dears 



Gang Of Losers (Bella Union) 

The Dears' Wo Cities Left was the other 
great Canadian rock album of 2004. While 
a Smiths comparison has stalked The Dears, 
no one links Murray Lightburn's vocals to his 
closest peer: Damon Albarn, in 'Holding On 
For Tomorrow' mode. And you know why 
they don't, but truth suffers, and that's 
a shame. Live, their music was incredible. 
Incredible gigs. Incredible band. Conversely, 
this is meandering, forgettable-like-higher- 
algebra-maths, chest-beating bog-fucking- 
standard sub-stadia indie bullshit. Oh dear. 
Kieron Gillen 



Dengue Fever 



Escape From The Dragon House (BRG) 

Cambodian pop-star beauty fronts all-male 
rock band from LA: sounds like an internet 
bride story of the music world, doesn't it? 
And the love child? A cultural molotov, 
that's fever-inducing indeed: freakbeat 
pop circling not only Cambodia, but 
Bollywood and Ethiopia too; though all 
the American Sixties surf influences you'd 
expect from the band's Californian base 
are, more obviously, present. 

Ch'hom Nimol, and her psychedelic, 
Khmer language vibrato, is distinctively 
disorientating; on 'One Thousand Tears Of 
A Tarantula', she sings of an episode from 
Cambodian history, where a pop singer was 
taken into the jungle, forced to walk round in 
circles and sing, naked, until she was killed. 
Suddenly, the drums dig a dub-like tunnel 
and the mood turns sinister, her tremors like 
Daleks on an eco-tourism jaunt. Wee-i-rd. 
Hannah Gregory 



Drop The Lime 



We Never Sleep (Tigerbeat6) 

Hey, artsy car advert conceiving, 'On The Up' 
column writing, craze snatching media herd! 
Over here ! It's time to start ruining grime 
and dubstep ! Please point your visors 
this way and shake your money-making 
money-makers in time with Drop The Lime, 
a with-it graphic designer from New York. 



Despite a couple of convincing belters, 
most of We Never Sleep is regrettably 
unremarkable considering DTL has had a lot 
to do with introducing the UK grime and 
dubstep phenomenon to the US. Accessibly 
diluted, it's likely to appeal to an audience 
whose money is more likely to be rolled up 
and tucked neatly inside the nose of a pretty, 
gak-snuffling, unpaid intern, than spent on 
newalbums. We're better off without them. 
Matilda Tristram 



Dubbledge 



Fist Of Jah (Hidden Agenda) 

He wants a perfect girl who works all day, 
always looks great, lets him sleep around 
but never looks at another man, comes home 
and cleans and cooks dinner, and can have 
five kids and no stretch marks. All other 
women are Medusas and Jezebels. 

Why does a talented rapper with turns 
of phrase like scissors and a wad of good 
producers to work with (check Ghosttown's 
'Internet Song' or Steve Ebola's 'Money's 
A Bitch') have to ruin everything by boasting 
he's gonna be better than US artists, not 
chat about bling and guns, and then have to 
turn his an album into a stupid misogynist 
trip plus a couple of thrown-in tunes about 
beating people and getting revenge on 
people for shooting people? Man must 
be well insecure... 
Melissa Bradshaw 
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45 revolutions per minute 

Words: Andres Lokko 

Illustration: David Bailey 

Various 

The Record Shop: 30 Years Of Rough Trade Shops (V2) 

There are so many ways we could skin this cat. 

Should this be about what a mythical shrine the 
Rough Trade record shop in west London's Talbot 
Road was during the early Eighties for a 1 2-year- 
old kid growing up in a Stockholm suburb with 
Estonian refugee parents? How it actually felt like 
the centre of the universe for someone who had 
never even set foot in the UK? Or should I just stick 
to the music? 

Maybe neither. A record shop is never better 
or bigger than its customers. And no record is an 
island - it only lives and breathes if someone is 
actually listening and taking inspiration. And, boy, 
do the people who run the Rough Trade shop 
know and treasure these facts. 

The 30 songs collected here have been carefully 
and lovingly chosen by some of the shop's most 
prominent regular customers and employees, past 
and present, accompanied by personal sleevenotes 
declaring their love for a record shop and its 



Something recorded in 1936 could change 
someone's life in 2006 



knowledgeable staff. Together, they paint a quite 
coherent picture of how much great music has 
been recorded and/or rediscovered during the 30 
years Rough Trade have been in business. But that's 
just a fraction of what this double CD is about. 

It also tells a geographical story of west London 
-of Notting Hill, the PortobelloandGolbome 
roads, and the Westway. It tells of how radically 
it has changed since the days of The Clash; how, 
on the one hand, the neighbourhood has grown 
older and maybe even wiser; and, on the other, 
how Richard Curtis tried to write the Rastafarian 
community out of the script in the film Notting Hill. 

This 30-song birthday party of one of the most 
influential record shops in Europe also documents 
the ongoing evolution of record buying and the 
Record Shop as a home away from home - as it 
begins with the DIY punk idealism of The Modern 
Lovers, Swell Maps and Kleenex and ends, three 
decades later, with the salvaging of forgotten 
heroes of the past, like Karen Dalton, The Carter 
Family and Jim Dickinson being as much a part of 



New Music as, say, Bjork's choice of Matmos. It's 
fitting that the celebration ends with regular Simon 
McCreadie's choice - LCD Soundsystem's losing 
My Edge'. 

This Birthday Boy tries, carefully between the 
lines though, to say something bigger about music, 
almost trying to create an absolute truth. Why 
music every so often has to go backwards to get 
forwards, why history is constantly being rewritten 
and therefore never stands still. Why something 
recorded in 1 936 could change someone's life 
in 2006. 

One track here, Lai Waterson and Oliver 
Knight's folk song 'At First She Starts' from 
1 996, chosen by former Throbbing Gristle Peter 
Christopherson, has exactly that effect on me. And 
I'm convinced there's someone out there who will 
hear Skinned Teen play 'Pillow Case Kisser' (chosen 
by Thurston Moore) for the first time and give him 
or her the courage to start a band, put words to 
paper or form a label. That's the point. That's 
always the point with pop music. 



Early Day Miners 



Offshore (Secretly Canadian) 

It starts like the mind-blowing shoegaze 
march of an army led by Kevin Shields into 
one last battle for the freedom of the Guitar 
Noise Making People. The name of the song 
is 'Land Of Pale Saints'. The Pale Saints were 
one of my teenage faves. Pieces of memories 
turn into fairytales sometimes, you know. 

Offshorewas supposed to be released in 
2001 as the sequel to EDM's debut Let Us 
Garlands Bring, but I'm sure the delay was 
due to this record being very sad, and our 
teenage days being fucking ages away. For 
fans of manic depression, very early Slowdive 
and, of course, The Pale Saints. 
Slobodan Vujanovic 



Ectogram 



Electric Deckchair (Ankst Musik) 

Dropping the word 'psyche' into a sentence 
involving any of the true Welsh bands is kind 
of like having nothing to say about it. On 
their fourth album, Ectogram divided one 
giant wave into two parts, squeezing us 
inside. The little poppy parts are the sounds 
of people drowning while taking the last 
zip from their cocktails. It's a Welsh thing. 
Slobodan Vujanovic 



Electrelane 



Singles, B-sides And Live (Too Pure) 

Organs just have that sound, don't they? 
No one takes their hands off the keys, or puts 
a single finger back on them, yet some new 



note wobbles into existence every few 
seconds as the drone whirls and circles 
around. In 'I Love You My Farfisa', someone 
from Electrelane plays an organ. It has 
precisely the above effect, to the point of 
dislocated madness and trying to escape 
your own head. 

Lots of other things happen during this 
record, mainly involving manipulated vocals 
creeping over soft-footed, tiptoe bass; 
fluctuating, yelping and coughing into life 
with aid from howling syrups of synthesiser. 
'Come On' has manic cackles of insanity 
before speeding into the hypnotic headtwist 
of 'U0R', chinks of guitar colliding with 
tribal wailing, while 'John Wayne' is the 
soundtrack to all your Local Slightly-Twisted 



Carnival needs. Electrelane's landscape 
of prettily-ribboned, pastel instrumentation 
cracks, now and then, into tumultuous, 
disturbing discord but mostly just floats, 
bewitchingly, on by. 
Lauren Strain 



Insomniac Doze (Rock Action) 

'Further Ahead Of Warp' is the opening 
burst of tangible, sludgy bleakness. Epic 
guitar lines run as veins through the mood, 
fragile and tentative, delivering a strangely 
uplifting downer. Grander than Isis, more 
brutal than Mogwai, Envy have once 
again delivered a master class in doom 
and gloom dynamics, although this time 
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Espers 

II (Wichita) 

Espers' self-titled 2005 album felt like a curio 

- a pristine re-enactment of a reissue by an early- 
Seventies acid rock group who only did one album 
(entitled Enchanter's Nightshade or something) 
before getting dropped by Elektra and splintering 
off into divorces and session work and prog bands 
and proper jobs and Scientology. The sort of album 
that you buy because the group look like freaks and 
the song titles and cover art are awesomely wyrd. 
But all too often, the songs therein are like ghosts 
of songs, never reaching the transcendent heights 
the progenitors intended. Live last year in London 

- the dudes with their tops off and the women 
looking like they needed a good dinner- Espers 
exuded a similar transience, and a strange air 
of dysfunction at odds with the jolly campf ire 
hominess of their nu-folk brethren. One sensed 
that once the fad for dropping Fairport references 
(whom, despite received opinion, Espers sound 
almost nothing like) passed into history, they'd 



Rumours of an affair between Greg Weeks and 
Renate Knaup remain unsubstantiated 



return to the Espers farm and scatter like 
the hippy fallout they sonically resembled. 

But maybe those one-off acid rockers didn't 
get dropped. Maybe they left Elektra of their own 
accord, ran away to Munich with some Led Zep 
and Sabbath records in their knapsacks and hung 
out with Amon Duul II (rumours of an affair 
between Greg Weeks and Renate Knaup remain 
unsubstantiated). Maybe someone lent them 
a synthesiser and they worked out how to get 
maybe three sounds out of it. Maybe they made //, 
recording it on eight-track tape late into the winter 
nights chilled by the unfamiliar European cold and 
fear of tomorrow. Maybe it only came out on an 
obscure German label and now changes hands for 
£80 on eBay. Except for the fact that Wichita have 
now kindly re-released it, I'd go so far as saying it's 
worth almost every penny. For while //deceptively 
kicks off with a 'Stairway To Heaven'-ish acoustic, 
it soon spirals out into sharp-fanged, discordant 
interplay from guitarist Weeks and the cello of 
Helena Espvall. This trip is heavy; this shit's for real. 



Deeper and darker we go, to doom-drenched 
'Widow's Weeds'. Once again, the bowed strings 
are a flurry of sharp snow; Weeks' riff ing sends 
heavy footsteps down the steps of the soul; baby 
blizzards of analogue interference cloak Meg 
Baird's delicate, desolate voice. The next day, the 
sun's out and the memory of that Joe Boyd session 
inspires the baroque-pop string overdubs of 'Cruel 
Storm'. In the afternoon, the meandering 'Children 
Of Stone' is laid down, the weed and wine not 
quite disabling the group's ability to harmonise 
like it's the West Coast. Equally pretty, but infinitely 
lighter and exquisite, is 'Mansfield And Cyclops', 
channelling a Can groove into a shimmery 
meditation on birdsong and joy. But remember 
that the 'Moon Occults The Sun', and dark times 
are ahead: It's closer is fatalistic, martial and courtly 
enough to cast an eldritch shadow on the most 
wide-eyed pastoral dream, symbolising the march 
of time, the encroachment of 'reality' and a strung- 
out, elegant disillusionment that places this album 
a good 1 3 paces ahead of its faux-naif peers. 



around the stakes seem higher- the scale 
wider, more precipitous. 

Skies are swollen black throughout 
Insomniac Doze, which should surely 
soundtrack a great unmade Japanese 
vampire flick. It's all very apocalyptic stuff, 
figures rising up to fight against the odds. 
The darkness herein is not so much on the 
edge, but spilling out of quieter moments: 
the beauty of 'Scene' is made all the more 
poignant because of its surroundings. 
Stewart Gardiner 



Fuckpony 



Children Of Love (Get Physical) 

Jay Haze and Samim sweep aside their 
previous minimal entrees to make way for 



a maximalist buffet of hot, steaming 
electro-house, marinated in a blend 
of Chicago house, Detroit techno, 
funk, electro and acid. Children Of Love 
is saturated with good vibes, cheesy 
synths, lo-fi weirdness and rave pastiche. 
And, like those moments when you 
start by pretending to laugh and end 
up unable to stop giggling, Fuckpony's 
tongue-in-cheek dance cliches wind 
up being effective despite not being 
entirely serious. 

So, while it's entirely ridiculous to call 
your album Children Of Love, this is more or 
less justified by the deliciously warm, loved- 
up feelings evoked by tracks such as the 
blissful electro-funk of 'Ride The Pony' and 



perfectly-formed slow-builder 'It's Only 
Music'. A fun ride. 
Robin Wilks 



Gay Against You 



Musclemilk (Adaadat) 

Rabidly screaming fit-throwing duo Gay 
Against You put on a live show so attention- 
seeking - all Day-Glo cupcakes, shrieking 
nose to nose with bewildered audience 
members and a strangely alluring chalked- 
out 'friend circle' -that any and all attempts 
to figure them out involves an after-school 
trip to the analyst's couch. It is there they will 
tell you of their 'gay against' manifesto, 
which involves direct noise attacks towards 
the staid rock dinosaur posse, magnificent 



scatter-heart gay-gital pop rockets with 
Gameboy controls and the most colourful 
spectrum explosions this side of The Mae 
Shi/Lightning Bolt. 

The offspring of Joe Germlin and Yoko 
Oh-no, Musclemilk runs the risk of falling 
into the trap of layman wackiness, with 
titles like 'El Presidente Have Very Nice Pens' 
and 'Aztec Cadbury World Gift Shop', yet 
this fear is more often than not pulverised 
into the back of the mind when songs as 
infectious, energetic and unapologetically 
fun as Telerad' compel you to throw shapes 
and make cakes and stick blue and yellow 
dots on your forehead. Plus their French is 
very good. 
George Taylor 
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Lisa Germano 



In The Maybe World (Young God) 

Such is the extent of Lisa Germano's 
introspection that the listener feels entirely 
superfluous to her music: her lyrics are direct 
to the point of inarticulacy, repetitive and 
basic, sung in a woozy, mumbled undertone. 
The disorientating effect is amplified by her 
trademark out-of-focus production, a soft 
haze which initially lends the music a lullabic, 
welcoming tone, but ultimately serves to 
mask Germano: for all the vague bleakness 
of the record, there's a detachment in her 
voice which never breaks. All of this has been 
true throughout Germano's career, but In 
The Maybe World\s even more withdrawn 
than usual, with songs meandering past like 
blank-eyed depressives wandering through 
empty houses in their dressing gowns. For 
all that, it's compelling, because Germano's 
not the only one wrapped up in herself. 
Alex Macpherson 



Alive (Southern Lord) 

This album flops and squelches like the 
fattest, nastiest depression that ever sat 
on your face and emptied a big brown link 
of despair into your slack, helpless mouth. 
It might well say Alive on the sleeve, but 
fucking hell, this music is totally dead on the 
inside. Truth be told, the comeback record 
from resurrected Boston doom-heads 
Grief really isn't that much fun to listen 
to, but when you're suicidally depressed 
the concept of fun is like something written 
on the surface of Pluto in letters three 
millimetres tall, in a language invented 
by an autistic three-year-old, covered by a 
six-inch layer of shit, and which, when finally 
discovered by astronomers with mega- 
powerful telescopes and analysed by 
a crack team of linguists, translates as, 
"Fuck you, hahahahahahahhahaha!" 
Joe Stannard 



The Great Depression 



Preaching To The Fire (Fire) 

Everything shimmers. Everything is in soft 
relief. Everything hovers and blossoms and 
billows and beckons. The second album 
from this US duo recalls such mystical names 
as Butterfly Child and Bark Psychosis and 
Brighton's somnambulant early Nineties 
noise teasers Earwig: the more experimental 
side of shoe-gazing, where texture is all, 
and life is but a haze. And, according to 
www.music-map.com, Butterfly Child lie 
somewhere very close to Piano Magic and 
a little way off Love, Pale Saints and Palace 
Music... I'd say. 
Rachel Sweet 



Grizzly Bear 



Yellow House (Warp) 

The second album from Brooklyn's 
metaphorical animal was recorded during 
a summer spent indoors (in a mother's 
living room, endearingly) and the record 
is suffused with the spirit of quarantine, 
a splash of sun through dirty windows, all 
muffled harmonies bundled like blankets 
in a closet. The songs blur as they brush past 
each other and the record as a whole seems 
almost purpose-built to slip focus, even the 
occasional flurry of drumbeats ultimately 
as unobtrusive and natural-seeming as 
a sudden storm safely locked outside - and 
the way these instruments (analogue and 
digital), these voices, these found sounds 
and background noise wrap around each 
other goes way beyond intimate and borders 
on telepathic. This is one purchase that will 
haunt you. 
kicking_k 



Hey Negnta 



The Buzz Above (Fat Fox) 

These London dudes have lived it real: 
jammed with a Ray Charles backing singer; 
hit the depths of drug addiction; worn big 
Stetsons; watched friends die; listened to 
Little Feat and Big Star; swaggered with 
solemn gaiety; wallowed in despair and 
Americana; and created an astonishingly 
average album full of the same trusty blues 
licks and macho posturing that have fuelled 
a whole echelon of Uncut readers' Top 40 
rundowns. Adult oriented rock, for sure. 
George Barry 



MJ Hibbett & The Validators 



We Validate! (Artists Against Success) 

Reasons to love We Validate! First up, it 
sounds like obscure literate sarcastic post- 
Fall mid-Eighties Peel-beloved pop band 
Yeah Yeah Noh. Second, it lists Gary Barlow 
next to Morrissey as one of Manchester's 
greatest songwriters. Third, it smarts. Fourth, 
they claim that - alongside two million other 
folk -a troupe of Canadian Mounted Police 
and a classroom full of Norwegian kids are in 
love with their universal love song 'The Gay 
Train'. Fifth, violins, Wedding Present guitars 
and an eye for the ridiculous in life is a potent 
combination. Sixth ... ah, fuck this. 

This is brimful of quirky melodies, 
sordid biographical detail and Bogshed 
namechecks - what's not to love? 
Everett True 



Jack Adaptor 



Rail Road River (Schnitzel) 

Dear Grandma. How are you? How is the 
Algarve? Hope the surf is rockin'. I'm 



sending you the enclosed CD, I think you 
might like it: I assume I received it by 
mistake. I'd been promised a second 
collection of wonderfully weird, flamboyant, 
sexy pop' from London deuce Jack Adaptor; 
but instead I've received a pedestrian chug 
through saccharine, MOR, ambling-rap 
and lamentable, bed-wetting, mid-tempo 
serenades. John shouted, "Is this the fucking 
Carpenters or what?" when I put it on in the 
car; I on the other hand just thought "Dido". 
(Although yeah, you're right, largely sung by 
a man.) Either way, you just might enjoy: it's 
the ideal soundtrack to a beachside beetle- 
drive. Lots of love, Nicola xxx 
Nicola Meighan 



Edition 2, Poomplex (Boy Better Know) 

He makes it looks so easy. Just as you were 
beginning to figure JME only had one tune 
and it was getting kind of old he hits you, in 
less than six months, with more new ideas 
than a bumper Innovations catalogue 
Christmas special edition. And he's so suave 
with it, like Kano but with more of a grown 
man thing going on. It's sickening. 

Worse, he's always gentlemanly about 
it, whether discussing the finer points of 
street accountancy (over one of the most 
mentally disjointed Wiley beats ever) on 
'Pence', or describing the aftermath of a near 
fatal stabbing (over a jaunty Skepta beat) 
on 'Deceased'. He even pulls off the sensitive 
literate thug routine chiming in for eight 
bars of catchphrase madness on the 
controversially, gloriously moronic 'Duppy'. 
Ringo P Stacey 



Leopard Leg/TITS 



The Seven Sistered Sea Secret Of 
Shh Shh Shh/Throughout The Ages 
(Upset The Rhythm) 

The pairing of Brighton/London 1 2-piece 
supergroup Leopard Leg and San Francisco 
heavy rock squad TITS represents for 
psychedelic lady power in a way that feels 
both utterly necessary and fully magical. 
Leopard Leg recorded one side of this 
beautiful two-LP split in Seven Sisters Forest, 
Sussex: the ensuing miasma of open-air 
clicks, wails, clatters and thrums is an 
incantation that's esoteric without artifice 
and wreathed in sylvan atmosphere. Their 
other offering, 'Sea', is even better- a semi- 
improvised collage of vocals, drums, strings 
and noises that builds to religious peaks and 
spirals out into whispery, dreamlike ripples. 

TITS use a more conventional guitar- 
bass-drums-vox setting as a starting point 
forwitchy, weighty, urgent space-rock 
mantras, chanting "Thank you for stealing 



my soul" like the Manson family channelling 
Sabbath. While the group can still sound a 
little tentative, the pile-driving white light 
final section of 'Lovely Home' suggests that 
they could totally have Comets On Fire in 
a fight, or at least nick some of their jammy 
support slots. 

Both groups share an innate gift for 
weaving intricate, listenable and instinctive 
harmony from chaotic roots, and the result 
isn't a joy as much as it's, well, joy itself. 

Awesome. 
Frances May Morgan 



Lo-Fi-Fnk 



Boylife (Moshi Moshi) 

Lo-Fi-Fnk's Change Channelwas a great 
piece of stilted 64-bit electropop that lent 
itself lovably to the dancefloor, both in 
its original form and as the chassis for 
numerous mash-ups and remixes. The 
Stockholm duo proved a welcome addition 
to the 2005/2006 sweep of dazzlingly 
inventive Swedepop. 

But here, with 1 other sugary synth 
songs, this sounds so fucking twee. 
Although similar Swedish electropop 
artists like Dub Sweden may be entirely 
disconnected from 'cool', they are blessed 
with a blazing belief in the power of pop 
melody that suspends incredulousness in all 
but the most ice-hearted. Boylife is just an 
album of power-ups for The Postal Service 
fans. Cuddly, glitchy, cute and idea light. 
David McNamee 



Tonight The Monkey Dies (Chairkickers) 

Remix projects of 'indie' groups' work are 
often m ixed bags - for every remake that 
trumps the original, there's a wash of 
lesser dubs that merely dilute the original's 
impact. Presenting five remixes of 'Monkey', 
a gloomy, monolithic stomp from Duluth 
trio Low's most recent Great Destroyer IP, 
this EP is a mixed bag. Duluth hip hop outfit 
Crew Jones' take is best, using the track's 
murky dirge as springboard for its Southern- 
flavoured rap mourn, while a loved-up 
Bob Mould re-imagines the loping bass line 
as some long-lost New Order indie-disco 
classic; however, Fog, Stephin Merritt and 
The Count's more reverent re-edits merely 
up the twee quotient with dribbly laptop 
adulteration, like more milquetoast 
selections from The OCsoundtrack. 
Stevie Chick 



Metalux & John Wiese 



Exoteric (Load) 

Hyper-aware to the point of derangement, 
beautiful to the point of biology, this pairing 
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of Load's female noise duo and prolific 
Californian sound artist Wiese results in 
a soundscape that's gauzy, ambiguous and 
startling. Here's what it made me think of. 
Teeth. Tongues. Nails. The roof of my mouth. 
The skin between thumb and forefinger; 
tracing itscraquelure. Backbones. Eyelids. 
Elbows. Cat claws. Sand. Birds' eyes 
twitching. Fish scales, barbed fins. Water 
spreading in slow bubbles under black ice. 
Sparrows in the eaves. Putting my ear to the 
wall and listening to unborn rats dreaming 
in the space between the bricks and the 
plaster. Catching radio waves in my mouth 
and chewing on them like liquorice bark. 
Spitting out the notes only bats can hear. 
Singing underwater, legs tangled in waterlily 
stalks and factory debris. Choking on 
cicadas. Drowning in a city's air and 
holding a seance for the radio. 
Frances May Morgan 



Mission Of Burma 



The Obliterati (Matador) 

Post-punk? That's for fucking pussies, man, 
or so you'd think, had your ears only been 
afforded updated exponents born after 
1 980. Which unforgivably excludes the 
mutton-dressed-as-Bryan Ferry antics of 
Franz Ferdinand, but to the point: Mission Of 
Burma still clang and rasp with wiry fervour 
that makes speakers bristle, concurrently 
shaming bands a third their age. The 
Obliterati- only their third studio album 
ever, thanks to a 20-year hiatus - is the 
very epitome of that glorious, tuneful squall. 
And as Roger Miller rips through 'Spider's 
Web', presumably behind a Plexiglass shield 
to protect his precarious tinnitus, for a few 
precious seconds it feels like no other band in 
the world, ancient or modern, really matters. 
Adam Anonymous 



Cthonic Rites (Aurora Borealis) 

This came out months ago, but you were 
all too busy kissing SunnO)))'s collective 
arses to notice. Shame, because this 
enormo-dirge debut from Southampton's 
Moss is monolithic proof that UK doom can 
damage the internal organs with the best 
of them. This band don't even have arses, 
that's how fucking heavy they are. They have 
tails. Serious. You can tell from the reptilian 
edge to the bass, which buzzes too deep and 
sick for any kind of trance state to form, that 
their hindquarters are deadly. Integral to any 
good doom is a sense of tension within the 
murk, and Moss have got that in juggernaut- 
loads, pacing almost unbearable razor cuts 
of high-end feedback with descents into 
noxious valleys of lava and dragon spunk. 



What really makes the clouds gather, 
though, is the vocals of Oily Pearson, which 
induce moments of genuine unease. His 
wordless, creaking howls wash across the 
mix as if generated by the music, rather than 
overlaid upon it, and at times it's as if the 
ground itself has opened up and roared. 
Frances May Morgan 



The Mountain Goats 



Get Lonely (Beggars Banquet) 

The Mountain Goats' John Darnielle is a 
songwriting genius. Some have been saying 
this for over a decade, and it was a thrill that, 
with the release of The Sunset Tree last year, 
a whole bunch of people began to agree. 
Joined again by the wonderful Peter Hughes 
and Franklin Bruno, Darnielle follows that 
album with this beautiful set full of reflective 
and quiet resignations to its predecessor's 
cathartic exorcisms. That it works a treat 
should come as no surprise. This is music 
that shivers and slips through the night with 
a cool, measured confidence. It is just the 
kind of simple complexity that we've come 
to expect. More please, and thank you. 
Alistair Fitchett 



Frisbee Hot Pot (Pickled Egg) 

Did you ever wish Stereolab would just stop 
with the wussy leopard-skin lounge exotica 
and get thoroughly stuck into the Kraut-y 
riffage? If so, you probably have to hear 
Frisbee Hot Pot. There are grooves on here 
so deep that bathyspheres have been lost 
exploring them, so repetitive that they're 
being considered as a cure for autism. This is 
no macho endurance test though: just listen 
to 'Little Bits Inside Of You' and its cheeky 
Human League synth-funk and snooty girl- 
sneer. Opening track, 'Abominatrx,' is an 1 1 - 
minute journey from inept jerk-pop through 
a squelchy Brazilian robo-party, ending up 
in some kind of trombone comedy march. 

Elsewhere, there are withered trumpets, 
fey breathings and heavy, heavy drum 
breaks. Ritalin pop, perhaps? 
Daniel Spicer 



Noxagt 



Noxagt (Load) 

The third Noxagt release sees the dangerous 
viola scrape of Nils Erga replaced by the 
raunchy guitar antics of MoHa I , Jaga Jazzist 
and Ultralyd improv twanger Anders Hana. 
At first the trade-off seems to result in a more 
straight ahead rock sound for the group, 
and it's interesting to hear Hana within the 
context of this rockier environment, taking 
the band somewhere towards Caspar 
Brotzmann Massaker territory, via the first 




albums 



Eraser (XL) 

So. Thom Yorke's solo album. 

It's-not-a-solo-album. 

Urn, like, whatever. It sounds like a collection of Radiohead demos. 

Not exactly. More like song sketches before RH turn them into Rock Epics. 

So that's why it's sparse, minimalist glitchtronica? 

Sparse? Listen to it on headphones. Dense layers of Thom. Thom 
humming likeatheremin. Hosts of angelchoirThoms. Devil Thorns' breathing 
woven into the rhythms. . .actually, it's strangely erotic. 

Eeurgh! 

No, really, this is the closest Thom has come to writing personal stuff, like, 
err, love. 

Featuring flying saucers and algebra? Comeoffit. It's just his Grumpy Old 
Man extended metaphors about politics again. 

It's not about lyrics, or even language. He slices up words themselves, 
stuttering, repeating. "Peel all of your layers off, I want to eat your artichoke 
heart"- this is about cunnilingus, isn't it? 

Gross! He looks like a lizard! 

Ah, yes! The salamander! He appeared to me in a dream, and gave me 
magical glasses to translate the Book Of Donwood, foretelling the Coming 
Apocalypse when the lost rivers of Clerkenwell rise up to wash London away 

Fiona, have we taken our medication recently? 

Err.no. 
Fiona Fletcher 



Gore album, with a little bit of 'Bela Lugosi's 
Dead' thrown in. He casts out sheets of 
industrial clankwhile Noxagt'sformidable 
rhythm section judder and slam from 
one shape to another in a way that a car 
assembly line would make a good video for. 
Confusingly, Noxagt are often referred to as 
sludge, but they're way too precise, almost 
funky, like The Meters in a prison rape. 
Ruby Pecol 



Superheroes Crash (Uncivilized World) 

On their second album, the core OMR duo of 
Alex Brovelli and Virginie Krupa are joined by 
Thomas Dupuis on drums and Louis Pouvelle 
on bass. And it's the rhythm section that 
really drives the songs forward, providing 
a supple foundation on which to build the 
softly melancholic, motorik electronica. It all 
lends Superheroes Crash a fascinating mix of 
the human and the machine, casting a mood 
of sublime dream-popping atmospherics 
that casts half an eye backwards to a time 
when My Bloody Valentine first dabbled with 
dance beats, or to Mogwai when they were 
kicking dead pigs. 
Alistair Fitchett 



Oneida 



Happy New Year (Rough Trade) 

If folk is music that recreates its 
surroundings, matches the season, this is 
folk, man, I mean it, the reverent analogue 
of a ragged unregulated Brooklyn street, the 



caffeinated bass, rush hour rhythm track to 
early hours madrigals, getting lost, starting 
again. It's also the last product of the studio 
Oneida built, since bought up to become 
another outpost of the Mall Of America, 
a controlled environment of wipe clean steel 
and soundproof glass, covens of CCTV 
cameras and the graphic design graffiti that 
tells you you're too fat, too ugly, too old, that 
you, we, they should panic buy, it's the only 
way, Louis Vuitton, DKNY. It's not a whine, 
a yelp, or a scream. Like spores, like fungus, 
like ragged weeds exploding with flowers, 
they, you, we adapt, we grow around 
and we start again, we blank top-down 
propaganda out and we grow a new world 
inside the old. 
kicking_k 



Oppenheimer 



Oppenheimer (Bar None) 

There has been a glut of great Pop albums 
around this summer, but few as good as this. 
Imagine Air if they hadn't become so spectral 
and misty, or ELO if they had reigned in Jeff 
Lynne's infatuation with the overtly grand. 
For Oppenheimer make Pop the way it was 
meant to sound; frothy, fragile, pastel 
shaded, neon-lit, heart-broken/breaking, 
throwaway, intensely memorable and 
everything in-between and far beyond. 
Fourteen tracks, every one a nugget of Pop 
bliss bursting with the unbearable lightness 
of being young and in love. 
Alistair Fitchett 
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they're no good 

Words: Jessica Hopper 

Photography: Cat Stevens 



ESG 

Keep On Moving (Soul Jazz) 

ESG's magic was always in their primal funk; they didn't 
need any formal training, or much beyond visceral 
inspiration to make indelible music that crossed over 
between punk, dance, avant and nascent hip hop scenes. 
Soul Jazz reissuing their original recordings a few years 
back carried them along to the golden shores of the 
proto-dance punk revival and guaranteed that no self- 
respecting scenester DJ would spin a house party without 
dropping 'UFO'. 

Somewhere in the meantime, ESG reformed with 
original members Renee, Marie and Valerie Scroggins, 
augmented by daughters, and performed at some 
Stateside Ladyfests at the behest of overjoyed third- 
wavers who called them unfortunate, well-intentioned, 
things like 'Riot Grrrndmas'. In short order they had an 
album of new material out on Soul Jazz - 2002's Step Off, 
their first in two decades - perhaps in order to claim the 
due these Harlem girls never saw first time round. Sure, 
the record was awful, but it seemed egregious and cruel 
to make mention of it. 

Keep On Moving picks up where Step Off left off, 
which is to say, it's the album that, if they had stayed 
together, they would have made in about 1 987. It 
is minimal; often the songs are nothing but a simple, 
programmed 40 bpm beat and sub bass. Or a snare, 
tambourine and what sounds like a f retless bass. 
Sometimes, this works - there is a hook that works for 
a few measures, but what happens is either they drive 
whatever is clever straight into the ground and bury it 



somewhere below sea level, by playing the same four- 
note hook, unchanged, for two, three, or six minutes. The 
songs grow from a groove to a grind; at once both a funk- 
less haemorrhaging and a static non-idea. The second, 
but by no means secondary, ruin factor is Renee's voice, 
which has regressed from a piquant chirp to a singsong 
atop a modal croon, it sounds like a child's schoolyard 
taunt; it often gives way to a flat yet sensual mooing. It 
is unmelodic, vaguely erotic and distracting. 

The lyrics are not something you would expect from 
an adult woman; the most rote romantic cliches that 
rarely see the light outside of a 'sexy poem' you penned 
in your diary when you were 1 3. While rhyming words 
with themselves is not an uncommon offence, when 
they're one of only three elements in the song, it becomes 
grating. Witness the lyrics on 'Insane', "I wanna know 
your name/Yr driving me insane/I can 't compute your 
game/Yr driving me in-say-eee-aaane" . I was driven in- 
say-eee-aaane by both a 'Tambourine Mix' and a 'Bass 
Mix', sung as if Renee is yodelling while falling into 
a rabbit hole. 

Where the band does exhibit progress as songwriters, 
on 'Ex', it's the last thing you want to hear them do, 
a nearly seven minute long piano-synth ballad that 
would normally be slated as an album closer for a d-list 
equivalent, to say, Floetry. The voice is quivering, heavily 
processed to cover its thinness, the piano's electric delay 
pedal glued to the floor. Save for the album's title track, 
which is an elastic throwback with timbales that you could 
throw a 'bow or two to, it's annoying and disappointing. 

Keep On Moving is all wrong for the reasons ESG used 
to be so right - despite not being learned, their visceral 
temerarious vision superseded genres. But a lack of 
progress, 25 years on, is an unflattering steez for any 
artist and an untempting proposition for fans. 



Epiphanie (Institubes) 

I don't know who pissed French dance music 
off, but I'm definitely glad they did. Filtered 
house was, I concede, classy -for what 
that's worth. But with the advent of Justice, 
Sebastian, Ed Banger Records and the 
resurgence ofthemonomaniacal Mr Oizo, 
the current Gallic stranglehold on Pavlovian 
electro is formidable. Latest to step up and 
hit us with the requisite set - half-barcode- 
swipin' mongrel synth yowl, half-glitched to 
the maxxx dancefloor non-sequitur - is TTC 
collaborator and professional calculator 
Para One. Of course, no review of French 
dance music would be complete without 
a reference to Daft Punk, so there you go. 



Meanwhile, Para, or One, or whatever 
we call him for short, is too busy rocking 
people who don't like rock music to care. 
kicking_k 



Miastenia(Load) 

The Ovo record starts of sounding a bit like 
The Muppets covering Man Is The Bastard 
but, a couple of tracks in, things calm down 
into a swingy little number called 'Coco' 
wherein singer Stefania Pedretti sounds 
like a small child playing with a cat while 
hubby Bruno Dorella lays down some oddly 
synthetic-sounding jazz riddums. From 
there it alternates between rock and improv, 
gnarling around on the fucked-up sounding 



drums, fucked-up sounding bass and fucked- 
up sounding voice. Perdetti can drag some 
pretty whacked -out shit from those lungs of 
hers. Like Mary Margaret O'Hara waking up 
on the operating table. 
Carlos Fuentes 



Markku Peltola/Buster Keaton 



Tarkistaa lannen ja idan (Klangbad) 

Pirouetting hedgehogs leap to catch leaves 
kicked up as you skip, happy as can be until 
artic winds blow your hat away across 
Finnish tundra. Actor musician Markkuu 
Peltola and his hero Buster Keaton, leap out 
of two molehills, shake off frozen earth and 
promise to help you find it. Parping trumpets 
jostle the three of you along to the rhythm of 



a big hoofed pony, with legs of all different 
lengths. The distant wail of a harmonica 
leads you to a sexy ice-babe who seduces 
you with her chilly furs before sending you 
on your way with fists full of Turkish delight. 
Inevitably, you find your hat, hung on 
a branch by a kind badger in a dressing 
gown. On the way home, while Markkuu 
and Buster are busy telling jokes, you fling 
it back down a ravine and press play again 
so this delightful journey can go on forever. 
Matilda Tristram 



Pine Forest 



Two Weasels In A Box (Infinite Chug) 

It's half an hour of duelling abstract Spanish 
guitars, each one representing the weasels in 
the title of the piece. The weasels get pretty 
feisty in places, it's difficult to tell if they're 
meant to be fighting or fucking. Either way, 
they both wind up dead or asleep. This is 
a free download, www.infinitechug.com 
Carlos Fuentes 



The Pipettes 



We Are The Pipettes 
(Memphis Industries) 

We don't normally take candy from 
strangers, but The Pipettes are wearing 
polka dots and it's hard to begrudge anyone 
sounding like they're smiling that wide. 
Most of the time, even the kitschy strings and 
brass and piano arrangements make sense 
in a pre-beat retro way. But whereas bands 
like Nikki And The Corvettes took the hints 
of filth belying The Shangri-La's matchey- 
matchiness and rewed it up to 1 1, there can 
be something slightly too squeaky-clean 
about The Pipettes, who seem to be two- 
timing their love of all things Spector with a 
not so secret ABBA love-affair. The call and 
response chorusing on 'One Night Stand', 
the hip-shaking beat of 'Pull Shapes' and the 
sweeping melody of 'Why Did You Stay' 
showcase The Pipettes at their best, funny 
and in control of the craft of songwriting 
as defined by Arthur Alexander, Goffin and 
King, or Lieber and Stoller. There are different 
kinds of sugar, though, and a good helping 
of raw cane stuff would occasionally have 
been more welcome than the sweet and low 
indie production elsewhere. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 



Plaid & Bob Jaroc Present 



Greedy Baby (Warp) 

Intense visuals and a paranoid soundtrack 
interact on this cerebral DVD, written 
specifically for surround sound. Neither 
sound nor vision dominates; instead, you 
have an eternal collision of frequencies that 
shake you from a waking slumber and visions 
of tense urban nightmares. Quaint, archaic 
animation sits side by side with crystalline 
images of the city at night. A dark and 
uninhabited world is given verse via a 
Hitchcockian plucking of strings and rat-a-tat 
snares. Ethereal grooves and invasive CCTV 
play on our post-7/7 fears of the underground. 
Hayley Avron 



Fionn Regan 



The End Of History (Bella Union) 

A ragamuffin booty-bag of pastoral ballads 
and jangly meanderings, this amiable, 
overdue debut properfrom Dublin songbird 
Fionn Regan is equal parts Simon And 
Garfunkel, Bright Eyes, Paul Auster, the 
Buckleys, dark anthropological tract, and 
quite lovely. While centrepiece 'Blackwater 
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Child' has been sped-up and stripped of its 
sublime falsetto, it still provides a joyous 
account of Regan's unencumbered charms. 
They're equally showcased on the finger- 
picking swoon of 'Underwood Typewriter' 
( "/ will wear you like a hood/For a hood is 
a home "); the glorious ode to decay that's 
'Hey Rabbit'; and the funereal flamenco of 
'Hunters Map' - all looming bucolic imagery 
and embryonic menace. 
Nicola Meighan 



Sergeant Buzf uz 



The Jewelled Carriageway (Blang) 

This album's as English as Camberwick 
Green. In fact, if Windy Miller started writing 
songs they might sound something like this: 
acoustic ditties rounded out with violins, 
cello, dulcimer and accordion to create a 
pastoral folk-pop. By contrast, Joe Murphy's 
witty lyrics offer affectionate and mildly 
bemused vignettes of life in 2 1 st Century 
Britain - a blend of ancient and modern like 
a crisp packet in the duck pond. Imagine 
The Waterboys, if they'd decided not to run 
off and be gypsies, but stay in and watch 
Countdownw'wh their mums. 
Daniel Spicer 



Regina Spektor 



Begin To Hope (Sire) 

The temptation to force square pegs into 
round holes has never irked the upper 
echelons of the music industry. Their prime 
concern has always been to profit from some 
mythical radio-friendly ideal, and evidence 
of this may be found on a number of tracks 
on Ms Spektor's frustrating major label 
debut. 'Better' is smothered by a Roxette- 
like MOR guitar backing that sadly renders 
her into just another Kooky Female Singer- 
Songwriter. Such over-producing suggests a 
desire to market her as a watered-down Tori 
Amos, who in turn is a watered-down Kate 
Bush. It's all rather unfair, as anyone who's 
witnessed her infectious live sets or heard 
her earlier indie releases will testify. But 
thankfully her consistently idiosyncratic 
lyrics and the more left-field arrangements 
of 'That Time' and 'Edit', and the startling 
performance of a Billie Holiday paean, 
'Lady', ensure this lady's not for diluting. 
Dickon Edwards 



Sufi an Stevens 



The Avalanche (Rough Trade) 

Yesterday, I asked myself if I should marry 
Sufjan Stevens, were the opportunity ever to 
arise, but then thought no, Lauren, he's 
probably already attached, as how could he 
not be, and besides, he'd spend all his time 
crafting medicinal, butterfly-beautiful folk 
music and never remember to feed the cat. 
Having said that, I reckon he'd be just 
the kind of person to have a cat, y'know, so 
soft and sprightly are his springtime yarns, 
so careful and considered his every padded 
step into song. This album of outtakes and 
bonus bits from last year's Come On, Feel 
The lllinoise! is sparky, deranged orchestral 
innovations meets loony bandstand antics 
meets silky-smooth, purring laments and 
lyrical lore. As the stories cascade from the 
colourful state, a maze of tales concerning 
trains, storms, bugles, bracelets, lakes, wars, 
winters, good solid labour and computers 
going to heaven curls its way around flutter- 
tongued flutes, quacking oboes and a 
TRIANGLE! Oh, I am content. 
Lauren Strain 
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hip to be square 

Words: Ben Myers 

Illustration: Adrian Fleet 

The more lame, underachieving indie 
records I hear, the more I find myself in 
new darkened corners of vast, strip-lit 
music emporiums fingering Berlioz 
albums or obscure compilations, such 
as the just-released compilation, An 
Anthology Of Klezmer 1905-1952 
(Dejavu Retro). For the uninitiated, 
klezmer is traditional Yiddish, Hebrew 
and Jewish Music, a term almost as 
broad as 'rock'n'roll' and way older (the 
first known named klezmer player was 
Yakobius ben Yakobius back in the Fifties 
- the 1 50s). On the one hand, there's 
the uplifting celebratory side of klezmer 
that rhythmically builds itself into a state 
of wild abandonment -stereotypical 
images of frantic fiddlers, swarthy 
strangers and layers of underskirts 
being gathered come to mind - or there's 
the type of maudlin funereal music that 
could only be created by the historically 
persecuted. This stuff hits on emotional 
levels previously unknown. 

Perhaps the best straight-up rock 
record coming out the US right now 
is Rye Coalition's Curses (Gern 
Blandstone). It's easy to see why 
producer Dave Grohl hopped on board. 
It's all about big hairy-balled Seventies 
wank rock that at least has the good 
sense to take cues from the greats - Led 
Zeppelin, AD/DC and scientifically proven 
twat Ted Nugent. Though memories of 
the Datsuns linger, Queens Of The Stone 
Age-style crossover success may well 



beckon, depending upon whether heavy 
hoary rock is cool again or not. On such 
tracks as 'Pussyfootin' or 'Young Yellers' 
the drums sound way cool. . .This much 
we do know. Rye Coalition make you feel 
drunk just listening to them. 

Returning to a Yiddish tip, Gogol 
Bordello's earlier albums have just 
become freely available in the UK - so 
big-up to the Brechtian cabaret polka 
punk that is Multi Kontra Culti Vs. Irony 
(Rubric). It's like Dexys if they'd grown up 
breathing Chernobyl air and grooving to 
klezmer. France's Rageous Gratoons 
(Risitpit TotulSlalom Music ) play a slightly 
more maudlin gypsy music that rattles to 
its own rhythm, the weight of old Europe 
sitting on its shoulders. Suddenly white 
Western rock seems even more anaemic. 

Talking of which: you probably say 
you hate Towers Of London's Blood, 
Sweat & Towers (TVT), even though 
you've never heard it. Whether a boorish 
Oi ! band that look like Dogs D'Amour is 
a good thing remains to be seen, but their 
debut is possessed by the same (failed) 
desire to offend as the Manics circa 1 991 , 
so it's full marks for trying. Watching 
that infamous YouTube clip of them 
beating the fuck out of an obnoxious 
Peterborough drunk unearthed all 
sorts of unexpected strange and guilty 
voyeuristic feelings. Their last single 
'Air Guitar' sounded like Generation X 
- round this way, for five minutes at 
least, that may well a good thing. 

Muse are by farthe most interesting 
British rock band who actually sell 
records though. Unlike Coldplay/Franz/ 
Arctic Monkeys, they're not doing 



anything that's based on mass appeal, 
retrogression or regionalism. Their 
fourth album Black Holes & Revelations 
(Warners) takes their operatic space 
schlock one step further, dropping in 
Sergio Morricone and mariachi-inspired 
sounds, a heavy scoop of disco-funk and 
compressing it all into one digestible pill 
for swift mass consumption. With their 
dazzling light shows and metallic riffage 
they may be the Punk Floyd we've been 
waiting for. In a similar, trend-bucking 
manner, SikTh's Death Of Dead Day 

Rye Coalition 
make you feel 
drunk just 
listening to them 

(Bieler Bros) is British metal rescrambled 
into a new form, one that likes maths and 
emoting through the medium of 
mechanically-structured metal, but will 
still slit your throat as soon as look at you. 
Watford's answer to Dillinger Escape 
Plan? Now there's a scary thought. 

But not as scary as the prospect of 
a Huey Lewis & The News (Greatest 
Hits, EMI) revival. When I was 1 2 years 
old I had a kidney removed. To help speed 
my recuperation I was bought a cassette 
copy of Huey Lewis & The News' vastly 
under-rated 'socially conscious' 1988 
collection, Small World. Somehow it 
didn't seem a fair swap, yet 1 7 years later 
the cassette remains while the defunct 
organ has long-since been incinerated. 
Thanks for the good times, H. 
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Tiefschwarz 



Fabric29 (Fabric) 

My immediate reaction to listening to all 
73:01 minutes of Tiefschwarz's Fabric29mk 
is an unexpected one - 1 play it again. Rather 
than the dancefloor-destroying set you might 
expect, the brothers Schwarz use their 
Fabric mix to exhibit how the dark metallic 
DNA of their music entwines and unravels; 
before their heads and machines interpret 
their influences into much lusted after 
New Sound. Ali and Basti splice their 
contemporaries into an epic bendy collage 
that aggressively locks tempo cfcwn to 
a considered, coiled, spiralling groove. 

Neither comedown music or darked-out 
cerebral house, consider this a party mix for 
the empty missile silos the likes of Black 
Strobe, MANDY and Tiefschwarz' own 
tunes so delight in detonating from. 
David McNamee 



The Headlight Serenade (Leaf) 

Visions of Triosk: droplets, quietly 
glimmering. Puddles in city backstreets 
illuminated by swift nectar beams from 
passing headlamps. Light footfall from the 
only figure to walk by for hours. Mirages, 
and the odd sense of being inside something 
you can't see. All instrumental, all rooted in 
live improvisation; all film reels of blue 
landscapes shooting past your vehicle's 
glass window; all fluttering patches of 
rays and darkness, like a candle dying and 
relighting in a shadowy, lost annexe. 

Ghostly and reverberating with the 
warm, lonely echoes of something old but 
alive, 1 1 minutes long 'Lazyboat' has the 
ambience of an abandoned home, the noises 
it might make - cracking, collapsing cutlery, 
a piano disintegrating in the corner. The 
wind, through pipes and cracks in the stone, 
sings out a sad and resigned peace. It's kinda 
comforting to know that, even when you're 
drifting over the earth's edge, you can still 
hear its sounds. 
Lauren Strain 



TV On The Radio 



Return To Cookie Mountain (4AD) 

From the first clusters of blunted beats, the 
cut-up brass stabs, the electronic burn, the 
guitars that mimic heartstrings and/or sore 
throats, the inevitable falsetto and post-punk 
barbershop shizz, TV On The Radio make 
music for the Too Much Information Age. 
Listening to this record - an aggregation of 
textures and tempos that ratchets intensity 
of sensation to the level of a fever dream 
- makes me think of nothing more than the 
way we can now stream entire movies in 
minutes, compression squeezing traditional 
narratives into intuitive info-bursts, equally 
dramatic and atmospheric, like one of 
those trailers that fillets the film of all but 
its essential images, blipvert hieroglyphics. 
As ragged as free verse, as emotionally 
widescreen as reality TV, the name maps 
the sound and this is why. 
kicking_k 



African Rebel Music (Out/Here) 

Seventeen tracks by 1 African artists 
showcase established and embryonic artists' 
distinctive melds of reggae and dancehall. 
Tiken Jah Fakoly, on the global status quo in 
'Tanton d'America', has the sweet song of 
post-soul Jamaican singers like Ken Boothe 



musing over a slowed down riddim and 
rolling bass. Prince Dully Skyes' 'Handsome' 
is bashment shining with expansive organ 
synths and restless, addictive b-line. 

There are hybrids like Leo Muntu's 
hi-life tinged 'Wachita Over' and Teba's 
kwaito-esque 'Gatyeni'. Vocal styles are 
richer and more various (especially in all- 
girl Alif's 'Wooyo'), and Cologne-based 
Bantu harnesses productive futurism on 
'One Vibe One Flow Pt 2' into an insatiable 
stand-out stand-up. 
Melissa Bradshaw 



Big Star Small World (Koch) 

There was something deathless about Big 
Star. Their songs vibrated from a roar of 
sunshine, to a whisper of barren, loveless 
nostalgia - bits of magic made out of the 
backs of cars and long hair and girls and 
America in the Seventies. 

In the Nineties, bands tried to work 
out the Big Star magic by emulating their 
sweeps of guitar and major key harmonies. 
These bands-Teenage Fanclub and The 
Posies - are collated on this tribute album. 
It overlooks the more renowned 
reinterpretations — This Mortal Coil's 
unravelled hymns, Elliott Smith's just-pre- 
suicide 'Thirteen', or Current 93's baroque, 
womb-craving 'Holocaust'. 

The bands on this CD really sound like 
Big Star. But they don'tfeel like Big Star; 
don't sigh and kiss like them. And the songs 
aren't coated in Chris Bell's slow-mo sparkle; 
that made everything he sang graceful and 
powerful and strung-out on sad. 
David McNamee 



Body Language Vol 2 by DJ T 
(Get Physical) 

Mr T's first DJ CD is a reminder of what 
makes a great mix album. It's a formidable 
combination of recent classics and leftfield 
selections, worked together into a seamlessly 
flowing journey that evokes all that's tasty 
and exciting about the musical present. 

T opens with subtle, bleepy techno with 
snaking rhythms before picking up the pace 
with his recent Booka Shade collaboration, 
and the already classic Carl Craig remix 
of Theo Parrish's 'Falling Up'. Later, the 
exquisitely tense synths of GuiBoratto's 
'Arquipelago' bring on a faultless end 
sequence that builds to a deep and 
captivating conclusion, beautifully melding a 
poignant Isolee remix of a Ricardo Villalobos 
track to DJ Koze's reworking of Heiko Voss' 
vocal classic 'I Think About You'. 
Robin Wilks 



Sacred Symbols Of Mu (Planet Mu) 

If music were a competition - and perhaps 
it should be - Planet Mu would run out 
undisputed heavyweight champions of 
the (electronic) world. Like all great winners 
they boast talent and punches to spare, 
celebrated and demonstrated on this 1 00th 
album-commemorating double set. Initially, 
the temptation is to field haymakers from 
brilliant big and bashy beat-meisters 
Venetian Snares, Shitmat, Soundmurderer or 
label founder p-Ziq, but delve a little deeper 
and it's the comparative featherweights who 
hit hardest. Dubstep duo Vex'd refine their 
distinctive brand of what shall henceforth 
be known as speaker-wobbling 'womp'; 



Pinch, Boxcutter and Distance do similar 
slow-moving gymnastics with sonic 
splendour, after their vocal Mancunian 
cousins Virus Syndicate expand grime's 
geography once more via 'Neva'. One 
hundred not out's rarely felt so fresh. 
Adam Anonymous 



See You On The Moon: Songs For Kids 
Of All Ages (Paper Bag) 

Download and burn the following: 

1 ) 'I Like Cheese' -The Cheese Band; 
2) 'Fox On The Run/Sunshine Of Your Love' 
- Dondero High School A Cappella Choir; 3) 
'Miss Parker' - M Organ; 4) 'Let's Get Busy' 
-The Kids Of Widney High; 5) 'Saturday 
Night' - Langley Schools Music Project; 6) 
'Guilty' — The Juniors Of Canarsie High 
School; 7) 'I'm Tired of the Old Life' - Harry 
& Hugo; 8) recording by 'Marda & Robin'; 

Stick the CDR in See You On The Moon's 
case and hoof this piece of teddy-hugging 
pre-school-fetishising crap in the bin. Of 
these songs for children, only Alan 
Sparhawk's scrappy ode to those ostracised 
for head lice doesn't offend. Sufjan Stevens, 
Mark Kozelek, Hot Chip and Broken Social 
Scene mainly bore and confuse, barely 
engaging with the album concept at all. 
Give your nephews some pots, pans, 
paintbrushes and a Dictaphone and I swear 
they'll come back with an hour of more 
interesting, funny, unexpected music than 
this atavistic schmindie-by-numbers. Like 
kids are gonna be singing bloody Hot Chip 
in the playground. 
David McNamee 



The Colmar Tapes (Parklife) 

Anti-folk: music as spontaneity as years 
yellowed-blackened with the dregs of 
a cigarette as friendship as a half-life spent 
kipping on one too many friendly strangers' 
floors as CD-rs burned into existence mere 
hours after the performance as belief in the 
teachings of Guthrie and Barlow as art as 
music with rollicking Velvets choruses and 
the odd burst of noise guitar. . . Really, this 
should be the central ethos to every rock 
'revolution' extant but no cares for Jonathan 
Richman, he's too kooky, and the idea of 
being nice to one another. . .well ! 

This 1 6-track compilation album 
- recorded over a few days during a festival 
on the French/Swiss border is as hit-and-miss 
as to be expected. Herman Dune (who 
contribute most here) saddle up their Dune 
buddies, and I'll hear nothing against that. 
Prewar Yardsale and Ruener Cody and 
Milche Grand are fine as well. The CD comes 
with a booklet featuring illustrations from 
Plan B's own Vincent Vanoli and some 
equally great photographs, www.hiero.fr 
Everett True 



The Kids At The Club: An Indiepop 
Compilation (How Does It Feel To 
Be Loved?) 

Forget the forthcoming C86 revival at the 
ICA already. This is the real sound of the 
indiepop underground - a collection of 1 9 
infectious, exuberant and sometimes vaguely 
melancholy bands put together by London 
indie club, How Does It Feel. . .Some names 
are familiar (Tender Trap, Fosca, Stars Of 
Aviation). Some names aren't (I'm From 
Barcelona's madcap pop, Salty Pirates' 



demented DIY take on Pavement). But all 
are brimming over with life and hope and 
the odd pint or 1 too many, and .. .well, you 
can't say no, can you? 

www.howdoesitfeel.co.uk 
The Legend! 



Touch 25 (Touch) 

With a roll call that reads like an ambient 
master-class - Biosphere, Fennesz, Bruce 
Gilbert, Chris Watson, BJ Nilsen, Pan Sonic, 
Rosy Parlane and loads more - this 25" 1 
anniversary compilation from Touch is a 
fitting, impressionist, doom-imbued tribute 
to one of our most impassioned, and defiant, 
independent imprints. 

Conceived as the first 'audio-visual' label 
by soundscape archivist, elemental artist, 
and typographic sage Jon Wozencroft in 
1 982, the label's early, legendary 'cassette 
magazines' featured New Order, Robert 
Wyatt, Shostakovich, photography, art and 
sundry manifestos (see: David Tibet's Temple 
Ov Psychick Youth); while subsequent 
releases have included Phill Niblock, Z'EV 
and Ryuichi Sakamoto/Fennesz. With 
Wozencroft still at the helm, and an abiding 
nod to the mutual possibilities of music and 
design, Touch remains unafraid, fascinating 
-and untouchable. 
Nicola Meighan 



Venetian Snares 



Cavalcade Of Glee & Dadaist Happy 
Hardcore (Planet Mu) 

Dada was characterised by absurdism, 
nihilism, irrationality, disillusionment, 
cynicism, chance, randomness and the 
rejection of the prevailing standards in art. 

Venetian Snares is, for Aaron Funk, 
a simulacrum of all of those values - 
synthesised and sampled and fed into 
algorithms. Nothing happens here by 
chance but it should present the illusion of 
randomness at all times. It doesn't reject any 
real prevailing standards in art, because the 
format it uses, IDM, is so canonised. It's 
absurd, yes, but nihilistic, no. This twisting, 
tunnelling splatter is action painting-gleeful 
and all too aware of its status as High Art. 

It doesn't destroy or change or comment 
on anything. It isn't a reaction to anything 
but the preciousness of its creator. It makes 
your head feel as though as it's being pushed 
in two directions at the same time, one way 
by USB plugs and hands with syringes for 
fingernails and one way by pure Pixellated 
pillows. Sometimes that's enough. 
David McNamee 



The Victorian English 
Gentlemen's Club 



The Victorian English Gentlemen's 
Club (Fantastic Plastic) 

Obvious references: pick your favourite 
angular art-rock selection (Wire/early 
Talking Heads onwards). This is an album 
that strolls the periphery of pop as if stalking 
it. Another couple of steps in this direction, 
they'd fit perfectly with those reprocessed 
Gang Of Four blood clots in the charts. 
Take a few more in the opposite, and 
they'd be comfortably unlistenable. Think 
demo-era Pixies, but with the lead vocals 
sardonically quirky where Black Francis 
burnt hysterically. 

In fact, think Pixies generally: pop- 
oblique is their watchword. 
Kieron Gillen 
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Bill Wells and Maher Shalal 
Hash Baz 



Osaka Bridge (Karaoke Kalk) 

Osaka Bridgesees Bill Wells again in 
collaboration with M5HB, this time as 
instigator. His songs have been filtered 
through the Japanese pastoral heroes' odd 
and brilliant worldview into a wonderfully 
free-sounding record. In part, this may be 
due to the fact it was essentially played as 
a live set and captured then and there in a 
studio in Japan. But I suspect it has more to 
do with the way everyone involved can utilise 
improvisation to create obscure pop songs 
straight from the heart. 

Of course, by pop I mean jazz-laden 
elevator pastoral music. But what's in 
a name? Each piece feels miniaturised, 
pared down to its bare bones. But this isn't 
a reductive act, able instead to pinpoint 
the emotional structures. It's how I'd want 
a windup music box to sound - one that 
could fascinate down the generations. 
Stewart Gardiner 



Whitehouse 



Asceticists 2006 (Susan Lawly) 

I type the words 'Peter Sotos' into Wikipedia, 
except it actually reads 'PETER SOTOS' 
because I left the caps lock on by accident. 
How fitting, I think. The practitioners of 
power electronics and grisly hangers-on 
like kiddiefuck obsessive author Sotos must 
always be seen in BIG CAPITAL LETTERS 
because anything less is just pussy. Tiny 
hairless child pussy, preferably on a dead or 
retarded child. Did that shock you? Or did 
you just yawn? I'm not sure which is worse. 

Nowadays, Whitehouse sound pretty 
antiquated, trundling out the same old 
obsessions over noise that crumbles in 
comparison to the face-melting work of, say, 
John Wiese. That isn't to say it isn't worth 
lending an ear to. The music of Asceticists 



2006\s often quite pleasurable. But Best 
and Bennett's vocals are mixed too high to 
ignore, so the 'taboo-busting' lyrics are in 
your face at all times. Everything's shit, we're 
all hypocrites and closet paedophiles. Well, 
aren'twe? 

I understand their hate. But that does 
not make us allies. This noise doesn't thrill 
me, it's pre-alchemical and shackled to its 
accompanying text. Am I therefore the 
hypocrite these old men seek to indict? 
Another link in the chain of denial they're 
supposedly worrying away at? Everyone 
has secrets. Right? Everyone apart from 
Whitehouse. But who holds up a mirror to 
those holding up a mirror to our diseased 
society? Who watches the watchmen? 
JoeStannard 



Yo La Tengo 



I Am Not Afraid Of You And I Will Beat 
Your Ass (Matador) 

I am obsessed with / Will Beat Your Ass and 
I am not afraid to say it. Round after round, 
it compulsively rings my bell. Kissing their 
Eno-obsessed electronica goodbye, YLT 
return to a glorious time when it was fine to 
be looser than a new waver's necktie (and 
use fadeouts I ). There's James accessing 
his peerless Pop acumen, Ira and his tender 
vocals and Georgia plaintively proving 
we ain't heard the last of the melancholy 
melody. Fifteen songs to enliven the heaviest 
of hearts, imagined as a one-hour playlist 
pipedream on the ultimate AM station. 
The sound of suburban architecture, clad 
comprehensively in pop hooks as sticky 
as beeswax. From soothing, celestial, 
art-rocking noise baths, pretty piano pop 
to psychedelic joy ballads cradled in 
sympathetic steel guitar, / Will Beat Your 
Ass leaves me feeling tough and drunkenly 
drowning in its bliss. 
Shane Moritz 




Peaches 

Impeach My Bush (XL) 

Hey Peaches. 

I was thinking about when we first met. You were dressed in those pink 
PVC hot pants, hair frizzed with heat, lipstick slang -and every time you sang 
to me I felt your words against my skin. You said you were the only peach 
with the hole in the middle and I tried to turn away, cough, change the 
subject, focus on something far away, but I know you caught my blush . 

You took me to backroom clubs, places where people didn't talk, where 
our feet stuck to the floor and we marched on the spot till our legs went dead 
and we slumped against each other. Even then, the nights were ending one at 
a time. I knew we'd get to the end eventually. 

I knew I'd have to share you, that that was part of it, something for me to 
get over, some self-policing bourgeois frame to make me grow straighter. 
You'd dropped that stuff a long time before, took your own name and 
retoxed on all the things you weren't supposed to. We'd dance close to the 
amps, the wet synth buzz and slap, and I'd wonder if anything I could say or 
do would ever shock you. 

Other people noticed you. I always knew they would. I didn't mind -what 
I'm trying to say -and this is hard - but I want you to know that I loved you 
back then, I never said, and I definitely still, I mean, I'm fond of you. It's just 
the sex has gotten, well, kind of boring. 

It's like you feel you still have to shock me, push me, make us into things 
that do stuff and it's so macho, all these power games and postures, all the 
dressing-up and biting down - no seduction, no sweetness, no doubt, just ins 
and outs. Everything is hardcore. And I'm tired, Peaches. 

I always wanted to get to know you, we all did, but you don't let us, we 
only see the face you've made up ready, you never let us in. And I'm sorry. 
Please don't hold it against me, and who knows, maybe some time in the 
future we could try again, I want you to know I'll always treasure the good 
times and everything. I just wish it could have gone further. We never got to 
the really scary stuff. 

XXX Kick 
kickingjc 



* 



You And The Atom Bomb 



Shake, Shake Hello?! (Sink And Stove) 

You And The Atom Bomb explode in a 
multitude of angles and shards that slice 
the flesh with delectable finesse. Think Big 
Flame with less frantic pauses and obtuse 
discordance, but with more kissable 
melodies; or think of label-mates The 



Playwrights with lighter hearts and heavier 
eyelids, surfing serenely on their wave of 
awkward suburban myth-making. You And 
The Atom Bomb fuse a stop-start fractured 
post-punk sensibility with soft pop Sixties 
bubblegum melodies and a love of the gently 
psychedelic and surreal. Groovy. 
Alistair Fitchett 



brief notes 



Causa Sui 

Causa Sui (Nasoni) 

Danish artrockers write songs with an 
eye to Hendrix, Blue Cheer and Iggy 
Pop. That's Sir Ig to you. 

Clouds Forming Crowns 

Race To The Blackout (Morphius) 

Two former dudes from Guided By 
Voices do the whole Guided By Voices 
thang. Nice. 

Diane Cluck 

Monarcana (Very Friendly) 

NYC anti-folk friend of Devendra 
and Antony- more complex and 
rewarding than most. 

Angela Desveaux 

Wandering Eyes (Thrill Jockey) 

Thrill Jockey lady digs Gillian Welch, 
Lucinda Williams and her grandma. 

Deviated Instinct 

Welcome To The Orgy (Peaceville) 

Brilliantly inept crustcore filth-music. 

Fleshies 

Scrape The Wall (Alternative 
Tentacles) 

Kids -messy, noisy, and damned to 
all eternity. 



Micah P Hanson 

And The Opera Circuit (Sketchbook) 

Infectious country rock too smiley and 
open-hearted to be dismissed as post- 
Palace or post-Big Star. 

Hassle Hound 

Limelight Cordial (Staubgold) 

The influence of the BBC Radiophonics 
Workshop continues unabated. 
Found sound, ansafone messages, the 
usual. Beautiful, and often amusing. 

Zach Hill & Mick Barr 

Shred Earthship (5RC) 

Hella/Orthrelm side-project/wank 
fest: Zach and Mick take out some 
serious frustration on guitar and 
drums. Tiring. Boys will like it. 

The Hit Parade 

The Return Of... (JSH) 

Pop music, as the indie kids of the 
Eighties understood it- Sea Urchins, 
The Smiths, Philip Larkin. The word 
'pure' should be applied somewhere. 

Denise James 

Promises (Rainbow Quartz) 

Another soulful, Sixties-style Detroit 
lady, but Ms James has her own 
unique sound. 



Marshall Smith 

Colours (Euphonium) 

Ex-Big Flame, ex-A Witness, ex- 
Nightingales. . .sadly, it doesn't sound 
like any of them. 

New York Dolls 

One Day It Will Please Us To 
Remember Even This (Roadrunner) 

No. It won't. 

Niobe 

White Hats (Tomlab) 

Memories of skiing in the Swiss Alps 
in the Fifties. 

Ochre 

Lemodie (Benbecula) 

Elegant, percussive UK weather- 
electronica on great Scottish label. 

The Puppini Sisters 

Betcha Bottom Dollar (Universal) 

Belleville Rendezvous-Inspired vocal 
trio (barely) reinvent the Forties and 
throw in a Kate Bush cover. Fine, but 
The Chordettes still do it better. 

Michael Santos 

Matters (Benbecula) 

Lovely homemade soundscape stuff 
from Leeds. 



Scarlet's Well 

Black Tulip Wings (Siesta) 

Ex-Monochrome Set. Charming and 
quirky, escapist English pop music. 

The Shit 

Lock Up Your Ghettoblasters! ! ! 
(Shit Music) 

Like Atari Teenage Riot veering 
more towards Bis then glitch-core, but 
fab nonetheless. Stock, Aitken and 
Waterman taken to a logical extreme. 

Sur La Mer 

Sampl-Le-Mer(SRC) 

Surreal, trippy, psychedelic madness 
that flits between madrigal swoon 
and glitch electronica. 

Various 

London Is The Place For Me 4 
(Honest Jons) 

Latest instalment in the series of 
peerless Fifties UK calypso and 
Afro-Caribbean compilations. 

Zombina And The Skeletones 

Monsters On 45 (Ectoplastic) 

Wonderfully silly collection of 
Day-Glo singles from Liverpool 
band obsessed with B-movies, surf 
guitar and bubblegum pop/punk. 
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essential illogic 

Words: Jon Dale 

Illustration: Jussi Brightmoore 

Pere Ubu 

The Modern Dance (Silverline) 

Pere Ubu's The Modern Dance, released in 1 978 
on Blank Records and hailed by some as the sacred 
text of rock-not-rock, is still a puzzling document 
nearly 30 years on. Its protean power is undeniable, 
and it exerts an indefinable attraction over 
the listener, willing you to inhabit its contours 
the better to feel its prickly edges, illogical 
structures and torn texts. Yet it's also a vaguely 
underwhelming record: bordered by Pere Ubu's 
classic first singles on one side (of which '30 
Seconds Over Tokyo', 'Final Solution' and 'Heart Of 
Darkness' all trump The Modern Dance), and their 
greatest album Dub Housing on the other, it can 
feel overdetermined. 

The Modern Dance is still, at times, staggering. 
'Non-Alignment Pact' and 'Street Waves' are 
perfectly imagined spaces for the meeting place 
between brute electronics, detourned rock moves 
and cryptic textual decimation. The cover of Peter 
Laughner's 'Life Stinks' tears rock apart at its 



David Thomas' voice is 
perhaps the most 
sexless, arid instrument 
in rock music 



seams. (It is the only real connection to the milieu 
surrounding Pere Ubu's pre-history as members 
of Rocket From The Tombs.) 'Sentimental Journey' 
is atrophied, a glum, darker counterpart to Roxy 
Music's 'Sea Breezes'. David Thomas' voice is the 
sound of dyslexic Tourette's, trying desperately 
to contain its pre-articulate spasms and groans 
within barely mastered syntax: it is perhaps the 
most sexless, arid instrument in rock music. 

The star of The Modern Dance, however, is 
Allen Ravenstine, whose electronics provide the 
seemingly uncertain edge that sets The Modern 
Dance spinning off its axis. It is most telling on 
'Chinese Radiation', where Ravenstine pirouettes 
hissing blasts of nuclear Winter over the group's 
eerie song-as-palimpsest. Nevertheless, I'm 
not too keen to overestimate Ravenstine's 



achievements. If anything I'm reminded of 
an interview with Brian Doherty, one-time 
member of Borbetomagus and perhaps the 
greatest pioneer of electronics-into-rock, who 
said when interviewed in Opprobrium, "What 
Ravenstine does is provide an electronic gloss 
(in its multiple meanings) for Ubu's songs, much 
as Dik Mik did in Hawkwind or even Eno in 
Roxy Music. There's no deconstructive intent 
in Ravenstine's work - rather it reinforces the 
'message' of the underlying songs: the 'alienation' 
of the 'modernised, technological' world. " 

Indeed that may be my great tussle with The 
Modern Dance: the disjoint suggested by initial 
listening cleaves to just a different kind of linear 
movement. To be sure, it's a great rock record. 
It just feels overburdened by the weight of the 
discourse surrounding it. Is that the fault of the 
album itself? When you're talking about a group 
as knowing, articulate and intellectual as Pere 
Ubu, who selected their name from the play Ubu 
Roi by Pataphysician Alfred Jarry, one can't help 
but think there's some been collusion in myth 
creation. You should never dismiss The Modern 
Dance, but never take it at its word, either. It's 
a complicated proposition. 



Broadcast 



The Future Crayon (Warp) 

Broadcast often saved their most elliptical 
moments for the B-sides, using them to 
showcase the best of their spectral, vague 
pop and odd stylistic experiments. This 
collection of 1 8 tracks from their post- 1 998 
EPs opens accordingly with the reverb- 
drenched, woozily plotted 'Illuminations', 
on which Trish Keenan's blank vocals evoke 
Francoise Hardy processed by the BBC 
Radiophonics Workshop; the airwaves are 
crackling, tuned to receive sorrow and 
experience in the form of bursts of bassy, 
unidentifiable noise. 'Small Song IV is 
a hint of a nightmare, all skinny ghost 
Prog-jazz experiments follow ('One Hour 



Empire'), then organ and ring-mod terror 
grooves fit to accompany a futile escape dash 
down Portmeiron beach ('Hammer Without 
A Master'). From jazz-inflected waltzes to 
strung-out flotsam-pop to the occasional 
surprise freakout and Morricone pastiche, 
two constants remain: Neil Bullock's loose, 
inventively recorded drumming, which was 
sorely missed on last album Tender Buttons, 
and Broadcast's distinctive electronic sound- 
world; its semi-detached transcendence. 
At their very best, Broadcast promise 
to disperse not only themselves but you 
the listener into nothing but particles 
- into comforting non-existence and 
soft, static memories. 
Frances May Morgan 



The Cure 



The Top 

The Head On The Door (Universal) 



The Glove 



Blue Sunshine (Universal) 

Apart from the visceral thrills of mighty 
opener 'Shake Dog Shake', oddball hit 
'Caterpillar Girl' and the tantrum dirge of 
the title track, much of The Top is pretty 
inessential. 1985'sbreezy TheHeadOn The 
Door, however, birthed the blatantly New 
Order-esque 'In Between Days', queasy pop 
gem 'Close To Me' and 'A Night Like This'; 
an achingly lovely slab of moonlit bombast 
with an 'of its time' sax solo. 

The Glove were Robert Smith and Steven 
Severin kicking back from their Banshees day 



job to bunker up in the studio for a few 
weeks in 1983, reportedly necking much 
acid with a Yellow SubmarineMeo on 
repeat. The frequently excellent pop- 
psychedelia of Blue Sunshine benefits 
wonderfully from this overdue remastering, 
and its 'self-indulgence' sounds positively 
disciplined alongside the work of some 
of today's musical psychonauts. 
James Papademetrie 



Doris Day 



Darling: Songs From The Films Of 

Doris Day Vol 1 (el) 

The old joke goes, "I've been around for 
so long, I knew Doris Day before she was 
a virgin" . Yet the squeaky-clean reputation 
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of America's all-time top female box office 
star - not helped by her turning down the 
role of Mrs Robinson in The Graduated 
'moral reasons' - belies a voice rich with 
playful character, dreamy charisma and sexy 
class. God bless the impeccably tasteful el 
records for releasing this collection of movie 
highlights from 1 948-1 955, thus making 
Ms Day an official labelmate of that more 
perverse pillow talker, Momus. It makes 
perfect sense. Something about her voice 
lends itself all too easily to interpretations 
of sly deviancy. Her performance of 'Secret 
Love' as the thigh-slapping tomboy Calamity 
Jane single-handedly invents Lesbian Camp. 
And in the equally osmotically familiar 'Black 
Hills Of Dakota', she describes pine trees that 
"Are so high/That they kiss the sky ". So she 
invented Mr Hendrix too. 
Dickon Edwards 



/arious 



EH32EB51 

The Delta Sweete/Local Gentry (Raven) 

Galvanised by the success of 1 967's Ode 
To BillieJoe, Bobbie Gentry leapt into the 
recording studio in 1 968 to record her 
masterpiece The Delta Sweete. It's a quietly 
staggering record. Gentry's ability to sketch 
complex personalities with the subtlest of 
moves - whether they are the feverish 
churchgoer of 'Sermon', the lovelorn lady of 
'Courtyard' or the daughter caught in family 
crossfire in 'Reunion' - is second only to 
Bob Dylan, whose response to Gentry, 
'Clothesline Saga', is well known. Shaded 
in gentle avant-garde moves thanks to 
arrangements byJimmie Haskell and Shorty 
Rogers, T/ieDe/faSi/veefeisthe US answer 
to Dusty Springfield's Dusty In Memphis, 
dealing with the psycho-geography of the 
South while casting a chorus of characters 
in warm-hearted yet unsentimental tones. 
It's every bit as good, too. 

All of which somewhat diminishes the 
impact of Gentry's third record, Local Gentry. 
I could quite happily do without the Beatles 
covers, but there are several Gentry classics 
here: the sinister insinuations of 'Sweete 
Peony' and morbid humour of 'Casket 
Vignette' are particularly awe-inspiring. 
Seemingly lost in time, Gentry's catalogue is 
a complex maze of character portraits, 
Southern intrigue and songwriting bravery. 
She was a true American great. 
Jon Dale 



Heaven 17 



Penthouse And Pavement (Virgin) 

In the early Eighties, the hyper-capitalism 
of Thatcher's Britain paved the way for 
a Pop shorn of spiky barbs: all sheen and 
no substance. Some pointed the blame at 
groups like Heaven 1 7, but they were wrong, 
at least in the case of this, their debut. 
For this was a record that both played up 
to the rules of the corporations while 
simultaneously stripping out the mythology 
of the process. It made the links between 
music and business transparent and both 
celebrated them and condemned them at 
the same time. And don't forget that Fire 
Engines recorded an incendiary cover of 
'Fascist Groove Thang' for a Peel session 
before the original was even released. 
Alistair Fitchett 



Catf ight (Darren Hayman) 

Did Hefner change the world? Were their 
pretty yet bleak vignettes of the world so 



Peanut Butter Wolf Presents Stones Throw: Ten Years 
(Stones Throw/Pias) 

Chris Manak (aka PBW) formed Stones Throw in 1 996 
as a label for DJs. Ten years later, the label's still here, 
the concept's thankfully shot to buggery (Stones Throw 
artists these days are just as likely to shoot weird-beard 
new wave, free jazz, lounge, broke-beat and electronica 
your way), and this decade-wide retrospective collects all 
this madness in one pocket-sized kaboodle of greatness. 
Course, 's essential. 

The essence, of course, is that this is a West Coast 
thing. More beach-bum than boho, you never got the 
feeling with the random transients on ST that what they 
were releasing would ever be called art, let alone have 
that elitist cramp that so hampers and harries the best 
and worst of the NYC underground along. Much of Ten 
Years sounds like what happens to hip hop when there's 
no more frontiers to cross, finding itself washed up on the 
coast with nowhere left to go but further in on itself, or up 
to the heavens, or down to hell, or out with a pioneering 
spirit to the depths of the pacific. 

Consequently, picking out 'highlights' here wouldn't 
just be a needlessly piecemeal task (in some fashion, all 25 
tracks contain something to enthral and surprise), it'd fail 



nea 



the way you use this album and the way it uses you. 
Frequently maddening, always possessed by a determined 
faith in its own fuzzy logic, Stones Throw music is 
a lovingly arranged collage of much-loved sources 
(Sixties psyche, Seventies funk, Eighties electro), always 
with something strange laced through the chassis, 
injected into the system to call the whole shebang into 
question, propelling tracks from their rugged samples 
and raw-assed beats into orbit. So the tracks from 
Chariz, Madliband J Dilla here reveal just what a space 
lab ST was from the off, just what a free-hand they gave 
people PBW could detect were genii. 

The best shit here (Koushik, Kazi, Wildchild, 
Madvillain, Lootpack, Quasimoto, Aloe Blacc) makes 
an inarguable claim for being (a few years in advance) 
precisely the kind of glorious free-wheeling lo-f i 
sampladelic gluttony that Ariel Pinkand Daedelus 
are getting such major kudos for right now, and 
the omissions (Rasco, Baron Zen's 'No More' and 
something from their reissue stable would've 
been cool) are just the right side of morbid pickiness 
to be tolerated. 

Old as the Santa Cruz mountains, fresh as the dew 
on an Alcatraz lily. You owe yourself. 
Neil Kulkarni 



important? Do we still need to care? 
Listening to these tracks, an unreleased 
album on CD1 , before fading back in time on 
CD2 for the demos/rarities/fluffs etc, it's kind 
of a yes, and not because this is life-changing 
music but because it's music that can make 
things better. 

Strewth, this is depressing. But there 
are real stories here. Hefner's confessionals 
were as perverse as any online journal or 
outspoken fringester residing on MySpace, 
but they were real and without front. 'Anne 
And Bill' twitters and then repeats its 
closing instrumental humdrum ad infinitum, 
painting with the sort of blobby shades of 
grey that make up the days. It feels nice to 
wallow in this, a hopeless romantic's bible. 
Jonathan Falcone 



Antonio Carlos Jobim 



Sinf onia Do Rio De Janeiro (el) 



Astrud Gilberto & Walter 
Wanderley 



A Certain Smile, A Certain Sadness 
(Rev-Ola) 

Sinf onia Do Rio De Janeiro col lects pre-bossa 
recordings from Jobim's early years. The title 
suite is a flipbook of quotidian aesthetics 
sounding from Jobim's whispery yet 
contrarian take on samba and germinal 
pop form. Nice stuff, but the key moments 
surround the Sinfonia, particularly Nora 
Ney's two outlier tracks: by the end of '0 Que 
Vai Ser De Mim?', Ney is sobbing blue tears 
from inside the amniotic space of an echo 
chamber. Lucio Alvez and Dick Farney camp 
it up on 'Teresa Da Praia', but even the most 
enervated voice on Sinfonia Do Rio De 
Janeiro barely scales a mid-pitch croon. 

The same applies to Astrud Gilberto, the 
Brazilian singer who made a virtue of letting 
her every syllable trail off into the distance: 
she would just as soon forget syntax and 
coddle herself with the cultural propriety of 
murmurs close to silence. A Certain Smile, 
A Certain Sadness is one of Gilberto's key 
recordings. Accompanied by Wanderley's 
trio (featuring arch stylist Joao Gilberto on 
delicate yet indelible nylon guitar), it is an 
object lesson in the richness of bossa nova, 
even as the instrumentalists take on the 
quietude that was previously the preserve 
of the voice. When Wanderley switches to 



piano, every note is framed in painterly 
fashion and droplets of melody land on 
Gilberto's lapels. 
Jon Dale 



Lord Invader 



Master Stickf ighter In New York! 
(Rev-Ola) 

Do your best to ignore the offensively cheapo 
exploitation packaging and revel in this brief 
introduction to the reassuringly wise tones of 
Trinidadian Calypso giant Lord Invader. Born 
Rupert Grant in 1914, Invader first found 
fame outside his home country in the late 
Forties when squeaky clean US pop trio The 
Andrews Sisters ripped off and cleaned up 
his lascivious hit 'Rum + Coca Cola'. 

Frequent trips to New York during 
a protracted legal battle gave him the 
opportunity to perform and record in the city. 
Included here are a selection of recordings 
from then, through the mid-Fifties. 

They're a suitably mixed bunch, calypso 
cut with alternately with twee Disney-fied 
jazz ('Cousin Family', 'Sly Mongoose'), a 
swinging banjo and fiddle combo ('God 



Made Us All') and most impressively, a series 
of hypnotic percussion pieces where drum, 
bottle, spoon and chorus combine like an 
organic version of the stuttering machinery 
of 'Dancer In The Dark' ('Ten Thousand To 
Bar Me One, When You Hear I Die'). 
Rodney Ffing 



Lord Buckley 



The Royal Court Of Lord Buckley (el) 

Lord Buckley is one the 20th Century's 
forgotten humorists, combining regal gait 
with hipster psychobabble. The Royal Court 
collects recordings of his extemporised skits 
from 1951 and 1 954; the incessant rasp of 
Buckley's voice is particularly golden when 
he leans hardcore into theological 
storytelling, rewriting Biblical epics into 
cross-stitched, hotfooted jive ramble. His 
knack for breathless rhapsody and octave- 
leap punctuation is positively gesticulatory, 
but one has to confess, it's an exhausting 
marathon to make it through over an hour 
of Buckley's rhetorical rant. Historically 
necessary, but a tough listen at full tilt. 
Jon Dale 



Electric Wizard 

Pre-Electric Wizard/Electric Wizard/Come My Fanatics/Dopethrone/Let Us 
Prey/We Live (Rise Above) 

Six years after ex-Napalm Death vocalist and Cathedral f rontman Lee Dorrian 
opened up the gates of doom with the foundation of Rise Above Records, 
Bournemouth's Electric Wizard shuffled into view as a promising but fairly 
generic stoner doom band. Their self-titled debut (1 995) was decent enough, 
but it would take another two years for them to really piss on everybody's 
parade with the psychoactive misanthropy of Come My Fanatics (1 997). An 
astonishingly fucked record which gives the impression of having seeped into 
our dimension from an adjacent realm of living density, it also distinguishes 
itself by virtue of its righteous anger. 

With Dopethrone (2000) they amped up the violence and created a new 
high in low frequency filth. Singer Jus Oborn's abiding taste for things he 
shouldn't like (pulp fantasy fiction, tacky British horror films, drugs) here 
coalesces into a blood-spattered, iron-clad aesthetic. However, Let Us Prey 
(2002) failed to build on the dirt-pile promise of its predecessor, leading to the 
departure of Mark Greening (drums) and Tim Bagshaw (bass) to form 
Ramesses. Oborn re-emerged in 2003 with a new line-up, a development that 
left many prematurely nostalgic doomheads weeping into their dirty brown 
ale, but fuck 'em because We Live (2004) simply towers. 

This set of six reissues is completed by the archival Pre-Electric Wizard 
compilation, and there are few better examples of how brilliantly the glorious 
legacy of Black Sabbath can be perverted and amplified. 
JoeStannard 
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This Heat 

Out Of Cold Storage (This Is 2006) 

This Heat fell together from of a whirl of experimental, avant-garde and free 
improvisation groups in London in 1 975. In seven years, they released three 
albums and one single, toured Europe more than the UK, helped revolutionise 
music for a generation, and disappeared into revered obscurity. 

All three members manipulated whatever instrument or device was 
required at the time, though This Heat took up the studio as an instrument 
equally important as their plethora of tape loops, keyboards and guitars. In 
their case, this was the converted cold storage unit in a Brixton co-operative 
arts centre which gives this six-CD box set its title. Their entire back catalogue 
of official releases is packed into the set, along with a resolutely lo-f i collection 
of live tracks on a new disc (Live 80/81) and a booklet brimming with amusing 
track notes by surviving members Charles Hayward and Charles Bullen. 

The self-titled debut album shudders with inventive dissonance, skimming 
the eerie ghosts in the machine of dub across sometimes vertiginous tape 
loop soundscapes, the whole taking off into a stupendous welter of multi- 
track mania on '24-track Loop'. This Heat operated at the difficult junction 
between cleverness and intense muscularity in their music - they could be as 
experimental as you like one moment, before pulling off joyous pop moments 
like the wholly avant yet easily danceable 'Heath & Efficiency' single. 

Second album Deceit unwrapped their songs, letting singer Gareth 
Williams' charismatic mania flow free, from the plaintively raga-tinged ode to 
television hypnosis of 'Sleep' and the visceral drone explosion of 'Paper Hats' 
to the Latin-quoting groove of 'SPQR' - a churning rhythmic grind which 
again demonstrated that their intellectualism was still very much in touch with 
the need to send frissons of single-minded intensity down the spine. 

Repeat focused on two side-long pieces, which took them into studio- 
centred places few others were willing to explore. Finally, Made Available, 
their two Peel Sessions, includes some jaw-dropping lurches through the 
proto-industrial skank of 'Horizontal Hold' and near-Magma levels of 
heavyweight prog metal riffingon 'Rimp Ramp Romp'. This stuff was 
recorded nearly 30 years ago, and maybe only now has the world caught up 
Richard Fontenoy 



get bent 

Words: Neil Kulkarni 
Illustration: Matilda Tristram 

Various 

Queer Noises 1 961 -1 978: From The Closet To The Charts (Trikont) 

In this age of all-out retro gluttony, when every single tendril of pop can be 
teased out with a click into its prone entirety, the only way that ol' construct 
that is The Compilation can surely work beyond laziness is by thematic 
dogmatism, by cutting a swathe through the ages and pulling together 
the diverse with a purpose, with a reason to be together. Queer Noises, Jon 
Savage's hugely inspirational, endlessly fascinating collection of forgotten, 
and unforgettable, transmissions from the gay pop underground works both 
as musical journey, and as a launchpad for your own reconnaissance. Crucially, 
it works because it doesn't try too much - it tries something clear, specific, and 
always political. 

Savage's engrossing sleeve-notes spell out the score way more eloquently 
than I ever could, but what he's collated here is a trip between lacerating camp, 
butch hostility, subterfuge, pride, comic angst and tragic-theatre - he charts 
a four-decade journey from terrifying shame (and its concurrent outrageous 
skewering in queer clubland) through acceptance to a faltering sense of identity 
with some fascinating and f reakin' brilliant music. Highlights have to be the 
Good Lord Joe Meek letting The Tornadoes drop 'Do You Come Here Often' with 
a snicker and a shufty, Teddy & Darrel's Sunset-Strip drag-bitchin' 'These Boots', 
Carl Boettcher's skykissing 'Astral Cowboy', the Seventies glory of Sylvester 
and Jobriath & Peter Grudzien's mindblowing 'White Trash Hillbilly Trick'. 

At every turn, the overtness of the lyrics (even 30 years on) is startling and 
heartbreaking, especially when you consider that any r'n'b/hip hop act making 
records as brave as The Miracles 'Ain't Nobody Straight In LA' would be dropped 
like a bad habit right now - and the palpable sense of relief (both from the 
parody/grotesqueries of the Sixties past and the navel-gazing of the early 
Seventies) sweeps you through the Ramones and the awesome Twinkeys 
into Sylvester's 'Mighty Real' with a real euphoric rush come the end. 

Gratifyingly, where such a comp could've tediously pointed out the 
ambiguities and coppings of queer culture that mainstream pop thieves and 
thrives on, what it aims for instead is entirely insular, self-sufficient, thrillingly 
guerrilla, creating an alternative cannon of gay music, frequently ignored, often 
suppressed, always utterly exciting to hear cos you always sense that this is music 
that had to battle, fight, not just for its own space but within itself for its own 
id and identity. Get this, get bent, and then, as Savage says, go straight to 
www.queermusicheritage.com and pursue your own intrigue as far as it'll 
take you. 

I await volume two with breath baited. 



My Life Story 



Sex And Violins (Exilophone) 

Oh, God. The title says everything about My 
Life Story. Sentiments that were impossible 
not to admire, married to the knowledge that 
it's simultaneously a little fucking obvious, 
and had been done before and better. (I'd 
pick Sparks' Gratuitous Sex And Senseless 
Violins.) The fundamental problem My Life 
Story faced was that lobbing an orchestra 
at something doesn't dignify automatically. 
Their orchestrations, even in their best songs 
were unrelentingly garish, and the drunken 
glamour was only ever of an alcopop vintage, 
and as a Best Of there are meandering gulfs 
between the high points (the singles). Sex 
And Violins tells everything about why the 
wilderfantasies of Jake Shillingford with the 
world remained unconsummated. 
Kieron Gillen 



Bruno Spoern 



Gliickskugel (Finders Keepers) 

If you can imagine that seam line that runs 
from musique concrete through the BBC 
Radiophonics Workshop and Can and early 
Acid House, that's where Bruno Spoerri 
mined for his weird, offbeat music. Recording 
in the Seventies and very early Eighties, he 
made the noises to accompany Swiss quiz 
shows, art films and promotional material for 
iron foundries. With that peculiar sense of 
purpose that seems to excite Finders 
Keepers, Spoerri did all this on early drum 
machines and electronics, sampling rock 



drills and machinery to produce Kraut-psych- 
jazz and avant-garde abstractions. This 
plays with so many foundations: dancefloor 
versus gallery space; silly versus serious; 
commerciality versus the avant-garde. This 
is a wonderfully odd, inspired collection from 
an increasingly important label. 
UOddman 



The Fantastic Sounds Of Sun Ra 
(FiveFour) 

The legend of Sun Ra is based on outsider 
tactics, the harnessing of electricity and 
energy to 'save humanity and bring harmony 
to the Earth', as the liner notes to The 
Fantastic Sounds Of Sun Ra would have 
it. His extended, ecstatic jazz sides may be 
the most legendary plumes extending from 
the weird'n'woolly Sun Ra discography, but 
there are plenty of outward-bound hints 
on more 'pragmatic' records like Fantastic 
Sounds: listen out for the elliptical, slightly 
sour brass arrangements, or the sly, spiky 
passing notes Sun Ra drops between the 
black and white keys of his piano. Percussive 
extemporisation on 'The Beginning' and 
the winding ball-of-string that is 'New Day' 
gesture toward Ra's 'out' proclivities, but 
the strangely obtuse romanticism of songs 
such as 'Tapestry From An Asteroid' is most 
affecting. He may have cut better, wilder 
records, but Fantastic Sounds is one of the 
Sun Ra discs I return to most often. 
Jon Dale 
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A Lazarus Taxon (Thrill Jockey) 

Like most actual tortoises, Tortoise are 
quite old now. They've travelled a fair way, 
carrying a heavy load - but quickly, and the 
weight was not one of impenetrable shell 
but an ever-expanding mass of broadening 
ideas, gaining and gaining. This extensive 
three-CD collection, which spans more than 
a decade and stretches to rare foreign 
singles, cuts from tour-only EPs, bits from 
the deleted album Rhythms, Resolutions & 
Clusters and all sorts of other such jazz, is an 
explorative treat to wallow in. Languorously. 
In the hot, swollen, swelteringly damp haze 
of summer. (Oh look! How convenient.) 
From dense grumbles and the sound 
of church bells tumbling down a precipice 
to dramatic, middle-of-the-night pianos 
roaring in your face and industrial 
excavations being carried out by mammoth 
robots, it's a bit of a trip. No map needed, 
but I'd pack a bite to eat if I were you. 
Lauren Strain 



Like A Daydream (Sanctuary) 

Given Sanctuary's rehabilitations of the back 
catalogues of folks like Slowdive, it makes 
more than perfect sense that Sanctuary 
would eventually try for a style-spanning 
overview for shoegaze, the allegedly-killed- 
by-grunge-but-not-really style that assumed 
'Let X = My Bloody Valentine'. Wisely, MBV 
don't appear here, but nearly everyone else 
who proliferated in the early Nineties with 
that tag does. The results are a bit curious 
at points - Cranes' atmospheric Goth/ 
industrial soundtracks were well removed 
from the guitar-pedal abusing coterie, 
for instance. But great selections from 
Swervedriver, Chapterhouse, Curve, Moose, 
Lush, Bleach - and of course Ride, who 
provide the compilation's title -justify this 
as a good introduction for the curious. 
Ned Raggett 



North By North West (Korova) 

Uniting the highlights of the Zoo Records 
compilation To The Shores Of Lake Placid 
and its Liverpudlian adjuncts with the cream 
of Mancunian new wave, Paul Morley's 
three CD box-set selection North By North 
West: Manchester And Liverpool Punk, New 
Wave And Post-Punk Music 1976-1984 
does the regions proud, with welcome 
contributions from Lori And The Chameleons 
and Ludus alongside the orthodoxy of the 
Joy Division-Fall-Smiths trinity and Echo 
AndThe Bunnymen. Haunted by the 
sophisticated fashionability of the Sex 
Pistols, the North spawned a scene that 
didn't just throw psychotic poses but was 
actually run by madmen like Tony Wilson 
and Bill Drummond, who famously planned 
world tours along leylines and the shapes 
of bunny ears traced out on a map. But 
Drummond was not so off the chart as you 
think- mapping a musical scene in the way 
this compilation does is determined less by 
geography and more by the complex social 
and spiritual ties that bind subcultural 
communities together. 

So next time you mutter something 
about 'fucking Hoxtonites' remember that in 
20 years time a compilation devoted to the 
worst be-mulletted bands will tell the story 
of the Noughties better than anything else. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 




the true report 

Words: Everett True 
Illustration: Frances Castle 

The Chordettes. Dude. I don't know 
where to start. Rock'n'roll was responsible 
for the decline of thisl Fuck rock'n'roll. The 
Chordettes were aural absinthe, without 
any debilitating side-effects or sleazy 
connotations. Close harmony singing, often 
with no instrumentation, but done with 
such self-belief, such dewy-eyed emotion. 
'Alice Blue Gown' (a girl feels so much 
better now she's wearing her favourite 
dress); 'Mr Sandman' (a girl seeks solace in 
the comfort of dreams, made distraught by 
reality); 'Lonely Lips' (a girl needs some old- 
fashioned loving). . .these are songs not 
sung, but plucked from the gossamer 
stitching of heaven's woven gates by a 
quartet of bare-legged angels. Someone 
buy The Pipettes and The Chalets and The 
Scha-La-Las a copy of Close Harmony(e\) 
(16 hits, all drawn from the early Fifties) and 
then we'll start talking revolutions, OK? 

We exchanged this for 40 years of bad 
Jagger impersonators? Screwrock'n'roll. 
Best stick with other genres - how about 
ace self-descriptive compilation, Jamaica 
To Toronto: Soul Funk & Reggae 
1 967-1 974 just issued on Light In The 
Attic? Man, this stuff is hot- in places 
reminiscent of multi-cultural British chart 
group The Foundations or those seminal 
Honest Jons' London Is The Place For Me 
reissues, in others equal to Studio One: 
infectious, sprawling ska instrumentals 
nestle up next to Jo-Jo And The Fugitives' 
more overtly political groove and Noel Ellis' 
deep dub classic 'Memories'. The entire 
package comes replete with extensive liner 
notes and is absolutely recommended. 

Equally as intriguing, albeit way more 
eclectic, is John Peel and Sheila's The 



Pig's Big 78s{li'kont)- the 'pig' in question 
being Sheila, Peelie's wife. The project was 
conceived before John's death, and finished 
nine months later-the musical palette 
stretching very far and wide indeed. There's 
football commentary, superb boogie- 
woogie pianist Winifred Atwell, yodelling, 
a 'competition' record wherein you need 
to name the artists, Earl Bostic's wailing 
saxophone, comedy, harmonic blues, the 
'jolly huntsman'... Once more, lavishly 
packaged, with gatefold sleeve and a brace 
of booklets - in two languages (German 
and English). Yeah, bollocks to rock'n'roll. 

Or rather, if you want rock'n'roll, why 
not go to the originator, Big Joe Turner? 
His 'Shake, Rattle & Roll' may seem 
lightweight boogie now -albeit 
infuriatingly catchy lightweight boogie 
- but back in the early Fifties, his brand 
of full-throttle, good-time R&B caused 
pandemonium. Flip, Flop And F/y(Rev-Ola) 
is as good a place to start as any: 27 songs 
guaranteed to have your baby rocking in 
his high chair, each and every morning. 

Rev-Ola keeps pumping out that great 
stuff. Earl Bostic And His Alto Sax's 
Let's Ball Tonight! occupies the welcome 
middle-ground between swing king Louis 
Jordan and aforementioned Big Joe - 
and anyone who's seen me attempt jive 
will know how much I dig this stuff. Cab 
Calloway reprises 'Minnie The Moodier' 
several times over on the excellent 
collection The Hi-De-Ho Man- and why the 
hell not? Doc Pomus blows up a storm of 
his own on Blues In The Red. . .and fuck me 
if a collection of my main man Screamin' 
Jay Hawkins' voodoo blues hasn't just 
showed up! Whoa. The Whamee 1953-55 
is worth buying, simply for one more take 
on his extraordinary, other-worldly 'I Put A 
Spell On You' -the song that invented both 
Tom Waits and The Cramps. 



Yeah! FUCK ROCK'N'ROLL! 
Ah, OK. If we're going to have a little 
rock, let it be Australian. The Twilights' 

reissued Once Upon A Twilightis an 
excellent place to start- ignored upon its 
original June '68 release, in recent years 
it's been reappraised and now finds itself 
reissued by Aztec in the style of The Kinks' 

We exchanged 
this for 40 years 
of bad Jagger 
impersonators? 
Screw rock'n'roll 

Village Green Preservation Society (two 
versions - one mono, the other stereo). 
This is classic late Sixties psychedelic white 
boy beat music: medieval costumes a lalhe 
Bee Gees, engorged melodies and echoed 
harmonies in the style of The Zombies, the 
occasional Bonzo Dog/Monkees-style crazy 
voice and brass refrain thrown in, a little 
bit of Syd-era Pink Floyd studio trickery, 
mandolins, a B-side that fades away into 
filler... (Mostly) excellent stuff. 

Renascent have just issued five smartly 
packaged live recordings from early Eighties 
doom merchants The Sound, The Dutch 
Radio Recordings, each in a blue cardboard 
slip case, each with an item of minimalist 
memorabilia enclosed (a ticket stub, a flyer), 
each brimful with indignation, post-Joy 
Division guitars and a brooding sense of 
purpose. The Sound straddled the line 
between stadium filler (Comsat Angels, 
Simple Minds) and something far more 
malignant. Sadly, two members are dead 
now, including singer Adrian Borland, who 
threw himself under a train at Wimbledon 
station in 1 999, but this is a fine tribute. 
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tape delay 

In search of Berlin's long-lost proto-industrial cassette collective, Lustfaust 



"Lustfaust was an experimental noise band 
active in West Berlin during the late seventies 
and early Eighties composed of a group of 
session musicians. Featuring a Japanese jazz 
drummer, Matsushita 'Bobby' Kazuki, a 
Belgian guitarist/multi-instrumentalist, Guido 
van Baelen, a German bassist, Hans Berger, 
and the California-born German/American 
Peter Kruger, the band was a curiously 
international mixture, initially formed through 
a mutual distaste for the inoffensive music that 
it was for the most part their job to produce. 
Their combination of an aggressive onstage 
presence, instrumentation through found 
objects such as cement mixers and pneumatic 
drills, and the use of an anti-capitalist 
community-based model of distribution (if you 



sent the band a blank cassette, they would 
return it with their latest release) spawned the 
Dadaist Geniale Dilettanten movement of the 
early Eighties and pioneered the burgeoning 
cassette culture of the late Seventies. " 

This statement, taken from the only existing 
Lustfaust website, was my formal introduction to 
Lustfaust, so I see no reason why it should not be 
yours. The pair responsible for the website, Mike 
Harte and Murray Ward, have been researching 
the legacy of Lustfaust for almost a decade and 
the website, originally intended to encapsulate the 
band's history and musical legacy, has evolved into 
something far more personal for its subject, creators 
and users. Ever since my first encounters with 
Lustfaust, the archivists and the transatlantic rabble 




of Lustfaust fans actively engaged in the website's 
assembly, the prospect of an actual physical 
exhibition has appealed to us all. 

The Internet appears to be the most appropriate 
forum for Lustfaust. Indeed, the activities of their 
fans in the late Seventies seemed to anticipate the 
file-sharing that was one of the Web's earliest 
applications; it later went on to become one of the 
most fiercely contested Internet legal issues. Over 
20 years ago, devotees of Lustfaust exchanged 
tapes by mail and opinions through the Lustfaust 
fanzine Falke Tranen, and today those same 
devotees have been reunited with the band 
and each other through the web. 

Lustfaust's internal dynamic reflected that of 
their home city, Berlin, during the late Seventies; 
independent, communal, segregated, schizoid 
- a band and a city in perpetual flux. Stories of the 
band's infighting veer, as every good band's should, 
dangerously close to Spinal Tap-isms. Without 
a record label and anyone to market their releases 
and performances, Lustfaust relied heavily on the 
word-of-mouth recommendations of fans and on 
the small adverts that they placed in music weeklies 
such as the A/MFand Sounds. Offering their music 
for the cost of return postage, the band extended 
a more generous invitation by asking fans to design 
covers for the cassettes they would receive. They 
never charted and never sought to chart- Lustfaust 
was a band you had to be informed about, not 
a band you could inadvertently stumble across, such 
was their community cohesion. 

If a collection of fans can be thought of as the 
physical residue of a band's being, then to what 
extent do they generate the band's consequential 



86 | plan b 




media 




The band asked fans to design covers 
for their cassettes 



identity? On a standard basis, this is obviously not 
an issue; you get what you're given with a CD and 
the basic marketing strategy that accompanies its 
release. Despite this, developments throughout 
recent musical lineage suggest another case. The 
Arctic Monkeys recent surge to popularity (and the 
UK's fastest-selling debut album of all time) was 
an Internet driven phenomenon; and Wilco's label- 
rejected album Yankee Hotel Foxtrotwas revived 
-and re-purchased by Time Warner-afterthey 
streamed the album free of charge for fans on 
their website. Even Lustfaust's logical descendants 
Einsturzende Neubauten have got in on the fan act, 
adopting a fan patronage system for the series of 
Supporter albums. 

With Lustfaust, the fans were always the 
generators of the band's identity. As such that 
identity, particularly in the visual realm, never 
became fixed. The open harmony of difference 
visible in the fan-designed cassette covers was 
sadly never reflected in a similar acceptance of 
the diversity of interest between band members. 
What remains of Lustfaust's legacy lies in the 
multiple points of view offered by the fans 
through their associated designs. 

Hence exhibition displays like the one shown 
at the ICA as part of the Beck's Futures award 
have concentrated on the variety of cover designs 
offered by a number of fans. These items are 
footnoted with an 'official' history of Lustfaust 
provided by Kevin Ashworth, the editor of Falke 
Tranen. Alongside Ashworth's timeline are 
Lustfaust-related artefacts and items from a variety 
of sources too numerous to include. Owing to 
erstwhile member Peter Kruger's threat of legal 
action, you are restricted to one-minute samples 
of Lustfaust's music that he shared no part in 
creating. Discussions with Kruger about allowing 
the entirety of Lustfaust's oeuvre to be heard are 
currently ongoing and it is hoped that the complete 
discography of Lustfaust's music will be made 
available in the near future. 

For a more thorough view of Lustfaust's 
history and for access to further fan designs, 
visit www.lustfaust.com 

Lustfaust: A Folk Anthology 1 976-1 981 is 
curated by Jamie Shovlin from the Archives of Mike 
Harte and Murray Ward. Jamie Shovlin is a 27 -year- 
old artist who lives and works in London 




cassette chronology 

Selected episodes from Lustfaust's 
short but illustrious career 

August 1 976 The beginnings of Lustfaust come in an 
aborted recording session. German record producer Gerd 
Gebhardt wants to get English singer Cherry Pickles into the 
following year's Eurovision Song Contest, and Matsushima 
Kazuki, Guido van Baelen and Hans Berger are hired as 
session musicians to record promotional material. 

February 1977 Peter Kruger stumps up the cash to 
get 1 00 covers printed for the band's first album Kommen 
Sie Nach Hause Zu Nichts. 

June 1 977 Lustfaust play their first gig with West 
German rockers Randy Pie, and are bottled off. This sets the 
tone for the remainder of the tour. For the last show, on July 
1 at Berlin's Metropol, Kruger takes to the stage dressed as 
a bat. Lustfaust play a version of 'Der Himmel In Flammen', 
which culminates in Kruger setting fire to the stage and 
Randy Pie's equipment. 

September 1 977 Lustfaust amass enough material 
for two albums through jamming frequently. The second 
of these albums, Konstruktion Funktionsstorung, is released 
through adverts placed in magazines inviting fans to send 
a blank tape to the band which would be returned with a 
copy. Kruger also suggests that the tape be sent out without 
a cover so the listener can make their own cover. 

June 1 978 The band arrives on UK soil and begins 
looking for places to play. Kruger cobbles together five pub- 
based gigs, each venue miles from the next. At the first, 
Kazuki is violently beaten by a skinhead, leaving him unable 
to drum. The following gig sees Berger replace the drummer 
with a stolen brick-filled cement mixer. The band's set is 
pulled after their second song. Each of the subsequent gigs 
ends either in the plug being pulled or a scuffle between the 
band and crowd. Back in Berlin, defeated by the UK 
experience, Lustfaust vow never to play together again ; 
Berger, Kruger and Kazuki return to session work, while van 
Baelen joins The Scorpions as a sound engineer. 

August 1 979 Together again, everything is set for 
Lustfaust at the legendary Quasimodo club. Just prior to 
hitting the stage, Berger ingests a copious variety of 
narcotics. All is going well, until Berger begins to smash 
equipment and throw whatever he can lay his hands on into 
the crowd. Finally, Berger is pacified and escorted to hospital, 
though disquiet ensues among the crowd and a small Neo- 
Nazi faction begins tearing up the venue. 

February 1 980 Kazuki and van Baelen, under the 
Lustfaust banner, perform two gigs in Brussels. Present at the 
second gig are UFO's Phil Mogg and Dave Pegg, the bassist 
from Jethro Tull. Later, van Baelen receives a phone call from 
Pegg asking if Lustfaust want to support Jethro Tull. 

March 1 980 The first gig with Jethro Tull. Kazuki and 
van Baelen pursue the loop- and sample- driven material 
while the returning Kruger prepares a variety of outfits for the 
gig, anticipating a prog-rock spectacle of the likes of Yes. The 
two styles combine to disastrous effect and the crowd pelts 
the band with whatever they can find. In response, Kruger 
wades into the crowd, dressed as a Canada goose. He is 
badly beaten. The band play a homecoming gig in Berlin. 
Kruger again drags himself into the crowd to receive another 
beating. Kruger is hospitalised, though van Baelen's relief is 
tempered when he is informed that Lustfaust are off the tour. 

October 1980 Kazuki runs into Kruger, unwittingly 
informing him that he, van Baelen and new member Castle 
have been working on Lustfaust material. Kruger threatens 
legal action for misuse of the Lustfaust name and explains 
that any subsequent releases the band make will have to 
include his material as he has moral rights to the name (in the 
New Year, Kruger will enrol on a law course in the US). 

Van Baelen hits the States with the Michael Schenker 
Group and schedules a night as support at Max's Kansas 
City. He contacts Kazuki, but Kazuki is reluctant to return to 
the States. Van Baelen loses his temper, and the two vow 
never to speak again. 

February 1981 The final album - Fischherausspringen 
des Wassers- is released. A project marked by pain and 
sorrow, van Baelen decides not to advertise the tape and to 
distribute by word-of-mouth only. Lustfaust are no more. 
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beyond the garden path 

Words: Hannah McGill 



Terry Gilliam loses his head in the/A//ce-inspired Tideland 



It's not that good a time to be into magic. Fantasy 
isn't a trusted mode of address; it seems too 
whimsical, too indulgent, in a world that likes 
to affect such firm knowledge of its own inner 
workings. We know there aren't any secret, 
undiscovered European countries from which stray 
princes might hail. We've logged and tagged and 
probably hunted into extinction anything that might 
have been a dragon. Even superheroes, in their 
contemporary incarnations, tend to be celebrated 
not for their transcendence of human limitations, 
but for their susceptibility to them. Now, they seem 
to be celebrated for everything that's banal about 
them - everything that makes them just like us. 
Nietzsche would not be best pleased. 

Perhaps this is a further manifestation of the 
impulse that drives people to buy whole magazines 



devoted to candid pictures of celebrities looking 
a bit porky and rough. It's not glamour that seduces, 
butnon-glamour-cellulite, preferably, and stubble 
rash. The original meaning of the word 'glamour' is 
an enchantment, a spell: this spell has been broken, 
or at least displaced by a more powerful one that 
substitutes sneering and schadenfreude for awe 
and admiration. Dorothy hasn't just uncovered the 



Human taxidermy, 
exploding trains, 
and a worryingly 
sexualised little girl 




wizard behind the curtain, she's enlisted a camera 
crewtotrackhimand record his private thoughts 
about life in Oz. Little wonder, in this climate, that 
the effort to create fantastical made-up kingdoms 
is regarded with a certain suspicion. Yes, I know, 
there's Harry Potter- but isn't his the most miserably 
hidebound and prosaic made-up kingdom you can 
possibly imagine? He's at school, for heaven's sake. 
He's going to school to learn how to be magic! And 
a Forties-style private boarding school, of all the 
establishment-sanctioned, spontaneity-quashing, 
unmagic places. 

Things might have been different, of course. It 
was reported when the first Harry Potter film was 
being madethatauthorJK Rowling had stated an 
early preference for Terry Gilliam as director. Warner 
Brothers were not likely, however, to hand over its 
cash cow to a director likely to produce an over- 
schedule, over-budget, semi-comprehensible hill 
of magic beans. Gilliam's passionate, undisciplined 
approach, and the fact that his ideas often fail to fit 
the dimensions of the screen, leave him somewhat 
stranded in the current Hollywood marketplace. 

Gilliam's latest film, Tideland, won't appease 
those who yearn for him to churn out a nice glossy 
Oscar-pleaser along the lines of Peter Jackson's 
Lord Of The Rings trilogy. A low-budget indie based 
upon a novel by Mitch Cullin, Tideland dips into 
the strange existence of one Jeliza-Rose (Jodelle 
Ferland), nine-year-old daughter of burned-out 
smack addicts. When her mother dies, Jeliza-Rose 
flees with her father (Jeff Bridges) to his rural Texas 
hometown; while he sinks into doped stupor, she 
explores the surrounding landscape and the strange 
community that occupies it, in the company of 
her favourite dolls. Well, their heads, anyway. And 
doll dismemberment is just the start: Jeliza-Rose 
is soon beset on all sides by perversion and 
grotesquerie. This deranged piece of whimsy 
met with a befuddled response at the Toronto 
Film Festival, where it premiered last year, and it 
still doesn't have an American distributor. Take 
the loopy, dazed pacing of Fear And Loathing In 
Las Vegas; throw in human taxidermy, exploding 
trains, and a worryingly sexualised little girl; and 
you have a work that sets out to affront timid 
contemporary filmmaking values. Tideland 'has 
its flaws - too much self-conscious weirdness can 
begin to grate - but it's Gilliam speaking in his 
own voice, and it has an honest witchy weirdness 
that tugs at the brain like nothing in that sleek, 
forgettable Lord OftTe Rings trilogy. 

Jeliza-Rose has a clear model in Lewis Carroll's 
Alice, the queen of serious fantasy and meaningful 
magic. But it's interesting that here, as in other 
current/V/ce-inspired films, Wonderland represents 
an escape from an intolerable reality, rather than 
a realm of discovery that's revelatory in its own right. 
In Dave Mckean's Mirrormask, a teenager enters 
a mysterious realm that illuminates her problems 
at home. Guillermo Del Toro's Pan's Labyrinth sees 
a young girl fantasise her way out of the Spanish 
Civil War. Then there's Marilyn Manson's planned 
film Phantasmagoria: The Visions Of Lewis Carroll, 
in which he will play Charles Dodgson, and with 
which he hopes to "take the children's story that 
we all know, and discover the horrifying roots that 
grow beneath every one of its childish metaphors." 

Bless him ! He thinks he's the only one who's ever 
noticed. In truth, of course, Alice's roots have been 
extensively probed, and the magic of her stories 
has been subsumed beneath speculation about its 
creator's private life. Anyone approaching the books 
for the first time in adulthood would be forgiven for 
expecting a veiled confessional about paedophile 
yearnings and hallucinogenic drug abuse. The 
fantasy in itself is not enough: Alice must be 
unpicked and examined, along with all that celebrity 
cellulite and stubble rash, as we get curiouser and 
curiouser, and less and less open to magic. 
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swimming in the water 

Words: Sophie Mayer 



Oz's finest plunge into hardcore indie with Little Fish 



I should have asked Australian director Rowan 
Woods whether he's a PJ Harvey fan, because his 
second film, Little Fish, seems like the embodiment 
of the Peej's 1 995 tune 'Down By the Water', where 
a woman searches for her daughter, a 'little fish' 
who has been swallowed by the cruel city. In the 
film, Cate Blanchett plays the 'blue-eyed girl' Tracy 
Heart, a recovering smack addict who can't seem to 
get out of the pool she's swimming in - the Sydney 
suburb of Cambramatta, where heroin is sold at 
the train station. Like the girl in PJ Harvey's song, 
Tracy has a mother (played by doyenne of Aussie 
afternoon TV Noni Hazlehurst) who is trying to 
protect her daughter. Tracy's best friend is Lionel 
Dawson (Hugo Weaving), her mother's ex-boyfriend 
who got her addicted. He's an ex-rugby star who 
sells signed memorabilia for drug money now that 
his boyfriend Brad 'The Jockey' (Sam Neill) is going 
out of business. 

Despite going straight and playing by the rules, 
Tracy can't get the money to start a business. When 
her ex-boyfriend Johnny (Dustin Nguyen of 2 7 Jump 
Street) returns from Vancouver, where he went 
to get clean after almost killing her brother Ray 
(Martin Henderson), his charms (and money-making 
schemes) threaten more than her sobriety. Tracy 
-whose poetically just recipe for recovery is to go 
swimming in the local pool every morning - has 
to find what it takes to confront the sharks circling 
her, or drown. Blanchett's performance of a woman 
on the verge is mesmerising. 

For most people in England, their experience 
of antipodean visual culture is soap operas 
and Lord Of The Rings. How do you think 



people will react to seeing an Elven queen 
scoring heroin? 

"I'm always excited when famous movie actors 
reinvent themselves and tear down their own stars. 
Cate has made a career of playing exotic characters 
away from the Aussie suburban oeuvre. The 
Australian press and audiences went nuts in 
anticipation of their own thespian queen getting 
down and dirty in Little Fish. " 

Tracy comes across as fragile throughout 
the film, and yet at the end, it's her toughness 
that saves the day, when all the men who 
have tried to manipulate her see their 
schemes and plans crumble. That's pretty 
unusual in a thriller about the male world 
of drug dealing. 

"Little Fish confounds expectations, in a genre 
sense. Thrillers of all persuasions use men to 
solve problems. As well-intentioned as the male 
characters in Little Fish are, they all fail to deliver. 
They succeed only in digging Tracy into a deeper, 
darker hole. Finally, it's Tracy who must stand up 
and fix things. She is a most unlikely hero." 

Hugo Weaving creates an astonishing 
character in Lionel Dawson - someone who has 
moved from the macho, heroic world of rugby 
to become an addict in a gay relationship. How 
did you develop the character? 

"There are several celebrated gay football 
champions in Aus and several sporting icons 
famously addicted to heroin. The script moulds 
those outlandish aspects of the character into 
a sort of Shakespearean realm. That Hugo, the 
actor, makes those mythic aspects of the character 
believable is no small feat." 



From the very start, I was transfixed by 
the use of flaring lights in close-up. What's 
their significance? 

"I love finding ways to underscore the script. 
The idea was to make the light an intrusive force, 
as if this hard light was preying on the central 
characters of the story. The overall lens plan and use 
of light was all about being in Tracy's and Lionel's 
POV, as their need for heroin ebbed and flowed." 

Do you think that Nathan Larson has 
been typecast as a druggie movie composer 
after scoring High Art and writing songs for 
Velvet Goldmine ? 

" Ha bloody ha. Actually it was Nathan's music on 
Lilya 4-ever and Palindromes that won me. Sure, he 
has that impeccable indie CV, but what really makes 
him special is that he combines great tune-writing 
with savvy, low tech/high tech sampling." 

You use pop music powerfully on the 
soundtrack - but also unusually. There's the 
school choir's cover version of 'Flame Trees', 
by legendary New Zealand rockers Cold Chisel, 
and Vietnamese-Australian icon Bic Runga 
covering 'Something's Gotten Hold of My 
Heart'. Why the covers? 

"I love movies that exploit much-loved pop 
songs by changing the context of the lyric and 
the tune. But I hate movie music that has been 
prefigured for the release of the soundtrack. 
Many of my favourite indie directors come up 
with pertinent, luscious, unpredictable ways of 
reconfiguring songs to suit their own twisted 
ends. When I think of indie classics like Morvern 
Callar, In the Mood for Love, Breaking the Waves, 
I know that I was seduced by musical reinvention. " 
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round-up 

Nine last heads of celluloid cattle 
corralled for your viewing pleasure, 
as film editors Nick Bradshawand 
SF Said ride off into the sunset. . . 

Carol Reed Once rated Britain's top director, Reed's 
trademark tilted cameras and dark passageways remain 
best beloved in The Third Man, less well sung in Odd 
Man Out and The Fallen Idol, and are soon available for 
review across some couple-dozen features at the NFT 
over August and September. 

CSA.: The Confederate States of America 

White Power in the White House: a mock doc asks what if 
the South won the Civil War? How different would America 
look? A pointed, patchily effective investigation of race 
in modern America; see it for the spoof racist adverts. 

Echo Park LA (aka Quinceanera) East End 
girl: 1 4-year-old Magdalena grows up fast in this vibrant 
portrait of teen pregnancy and urban exile in Latino LA. 

Johanna 

Joan of Arc meets Florence Nightingale? Mother Teresa 
meets Dr Ruth? Experimental opera certainly meets 
scuzzy DV in a modern-day Budapest hospital basement 
in Kornel Mundruczo's remarkable - and remarkably 
successful -portrait of a drug addict-nurse-martyr, 
who cures her patients by sleeping with them. 

Keane 

With his latest, Lodge Kerrigan (Clean, Shaven; Claire 
Dolan) confirms himself as one of American indie's finest. 
A close-up study of a man gradually losing himself in 
an obsessive-compulsive spiral, it's claustrophobic, 
harrowing and totally unforgettable. 

The Pervert's Guide To Cinema + Slavoj 
Zizek Season 

Philosopher Slavoj Zizek takes a Freudian canter through 
the history of cinema, from Tarkosvsky to the Marx 
Brothers, David Lynch to The Wizard Of Oz, and curates 
an accompanying season of films at London's ICA. 

A Scanner Darkly 

Richard Linklater adapts Philip K Dick's classic novel of 
drug paranoia, using the same hallucinatory animation 
style as in Waking Life, and throwing Keanu Reeves 
(above) into the mix. Woah, duuude! The results 
aren't what they might be, but it's still worth seeing. 

This Film Is Not Yet Rated 

Kirby (Sick; Derrida) Dick's new documentary probes 
the American film industry's censorship system. Guess 
what Kirby finds? Yep, hypocrisy and folly at every turn. 
Featuring interviews with John Waters, Kevin Smith, 
Darren Aronofsky, Matt Stone and others. 

Three Times 

Tears and rain, now, then and every when: three exguisite 
snapshots of evanescent romance from Taiwanese 
master Hou Hsaio-Hsien, straddling 1 950s pool-hall 
girls, 1 9 1 0s courtesans and present-day pop vixens. . . 
It's beautiful stuff, simple at times, messed up at others, 
and as understated as they come. 



90 1 plan b 













filmmaker's dispatch: the comeback 

Words: Pedro Almodovar 



Pedro Almodovar talks about life, death and the making of his 
new film, Volver 



Volver (Coming Back) is a title that includes several 
kinds of coming back for me. I have come back, 
a bit more, to comedy. I have come back to the 
female world, and to La Mancha. I am working 
again with Carmen Maura, with Penelope Cruz, 
Lola DuenasandChusLampreave. I have come 
back to maternity, as the origin of life and of fiction. 
And naturally, I have come back to my mother. 

The most important thing that comes back in 
Volver is the ghost of a mother, who appears to her 
daughters. In my village those things happen (I grew 



clockwork. I guess I enjoyed it more because the 
last shoot (Bad Education) was absolute hell. It 
confirmed something essential for me: you can't 
throw in the towel. Even if you're convinced that 
your work is a disaster, you have to keep fighting 
for every shot, every repetition, every look, every 
silence, every tear. You mustn't lose an iota of 
enthusiasm even if you're in despair. 

I don't know if the film is good - I'm not the one 
to say - but I'm sure that it did me a lot of good to 
make it. I have the impression that I have managed 



Even if you're convinced that your work is a 
disaster, you have to keep fighting for every shot 



up hearing stories of apparitions), yet I don't believe 
in apparitions. Only when they happen to others, 
or in fiction. And this fiction, the one in my film, 
has produced a serenity in me such as I haven't felt 
for a longtime. 

My films are becoming more and more difficult 
to tell and summarise in a few lines. Fortunately, this 
difficulty has not been reflected in the work of the 
actors, or the crew. The shooting of Volver went like 




to slot in a piece whose misalignment has caused 
me a lot of pain and anxiety throughout my life. 
The piece I am talking about is 'death' - not just 
mine and that of my loved ones, but the merciless 
disappearance of all that is alive. I have never 
accepted or understood it. And that puts you 
in a distressing situation when faced with the 
increasingly faster passing of time. 

I have the impression that, through this film, 

I have gone through a mourning 
period that I needed. I have filled 
a vacuum, I have said goodbye 
to something (my youth?) to 
which I had not yet said goodbye 
and needed to. For the first time, 
I think I can look at death without 
fear, although I continue to 
neither understand nor accept 
it. I'm starting to get the idea 
that it exists. 

Pedro Almodovar is the director 
of classic films such as Matador, 
Women On The Verge Of 
A Nervous Breakdown and 
All About My Mother. Volver 
is his latest 
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full marx 

Words: Ralph Cowling 

Hamburg artist Stefan Marx 
turns his hand to T-shirts, billboards, 
record sleeves and skateparks 

Stefan Marx typifies the artist on the edge of the 
threshold between underground creativity and 
overground public exposure. His designs breathe 
a naive kind of friendliness into bleak urban 
recesses, and have been illicitly pasted up over giant 
billboards, abandoned buildings and the Hamburg 
docklands. His offhand sensibility towards rendering 
nature is fast becoming famous in the European 
skate scene, as his designs find their way onto 
everything from decks to animated video shorts; 
while music fans' first glimpse of Marx's work 
might well have been his sleeve art for Isolee's 2005 
release We Are Monsfer(Playhouse). You may have 
seen some more of his work without realising it, 
as part of the ongoing Side Effects OfUrethane 
exhibitions at sites including London's South Bank. 

We talked to Stefan Marx about his recently 
published book I'm Starting To Feel Okay, and life 
in Hamburg. 

What are the best things about being an 
artist in Hamburg? 

"Hamburg is a good place to live. People here 
have their own view and vision of their lives. 
Sometimes it feels like everybody knows what 
they're doing; everybody's fighting to make their 
little dreams come true. " 

What are you working on at the moment? 

"These days things are really good. I have loads 
to do; having my head full of ideas, having my small 
book out. I'm working on a big installation at an art 
show here in Hamburg. I'm building up two huge 
houses, lying next to each other, smiling at each 
other. In one house there's a mini-ramp to skate on, 
in the other house will be a small gallery, showing 
drawings that have been faxed to us. The mini-ramp 
was built in co-operation with my brother Michael; 
he is the founder of the Koet Concrete Madness 
Crew and he built the Miniramptogetherwith Matt 
Grabowski from Minus Skateboards. Both are 
amazing guys! Then I'm working together with 
on T-shirts and posters for Playhouse, and on a new 
record cover for Isolee's Western Edits Part 2. " 

How did you come to end up doing the 
artwork for Isolee's We are Monster? 



"I've known Rajko Muller for a while. We spent 
some time together, seeing art shows and walking 
through Hamburg, and he asked me to do the 
artwork for the record. For the cover I tried to 
my feelings and spaces when I heard his music." 

What's the scene like in Hamburg for 
music at the moment? There are some of my 
favourite venues in Europe there - the Golden 
Pudel and the Rote Flora. Are they still about? 

"Hamburg is pretty interesting. The Golden 
Pudel is alive like ever. We have a new club where 
pretty interesting nights are happening, its called 
Uebel und Gefahrlich [bad and dangerous]. Every 
month there's a Smallville night. Smallville is a record 
store and from this year a label as well. The Rote 
Flora is still rocking I The Tanzhalle is a good place 
to be too. A very special club is the Planeten und 
Blumen [(Planet and Flowers)] where from time to 
time artists completely redesign the space as new, 
and the motto is 'Create your own disco'. " 

Is your book a good indication of where 
you're at artistically at the moment, or is it 
more a catalogue of all the work you've been 
doing for some time? 

"The book contains drawings and paintings 
from from last September till January 2006. It has 
been compiled by Urs Lehni, a good friend and 
genius book designer from Zurich. I'm pretty happy 
with it because it all went perfectly: Urs did a perfect 
job; the publisher, Nieves, took really good care 
of the book. I thought before it came out that it 
had to be more a catalogue of my work but then 
I realised that this would be nearly impossible on 
32 pages, so we have the drawings and paintings 
with white space, which is wonderful. The next 
book I want to do will have more of my drawings 
and little notes; black and white on more pages. 
I'm planning to make it a reality for next year." 

What's going on with the Lousy 
Livincompany [Marx's T-shirt company]? 

"The Lousy Livincompany is saving my life from 
day to day. It's so much fun working with my little 
skateboard team, doing all the stuff I want to do. 
I'm working on the new collection for autumn 
and doing another small zine as well. The Lousy 
Livincompany is the best way to have a smile every 
day- so much work, but it's fun all the time. 

"Also I'm working on my archive -I plan to 
publish a book about all the shirts I did [over the] 
years, not only all the Lousy stuff, but also all the 
stuff I didforCleptomanicxand Playhouse. I'm really 
in love with T-shirts." 

www.livincompany.com/www.livincompany.de 




'I'm really in love with 
T-shirts' 



FOREVER 




TOGETHER 
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But if this is pornography, as Moore insists, then it is a pornography that is 
at once both heroically new and historically old - that is, if notions of old and 
new are relevant at all since the triumph of post-modernism. Moore has always 
been a master of taking the historical document and re-inventing, or at least 
re-integrating it into a contemporary artefact. His League Of Extraordinary 
Gentlemen collections do it with rare aplomb, weaving a myriad threads from 
late Victorian/Edwardian periods into contextual treats and ripping adventures. 
They are both extraordinarily effective entertainments and rampantly complex 
webs of reference, as evidenced by Jess Nevin's exhaustive accompaniments 
Heroes And Monsters and A Blazing World. Even the mammoth Jack The Ripper 
classic From Hell (recently reprinted by Top Shelf), created with Eddie Campbell, 
has moments where the fabric of time tears, allowing a modern world to peek 
through: a nod to the notion that the mediated hysteria surrounding The Ripper 
could be seen as being a defining moment in the historical journey from the 
industrial era to the birth of modernism. 

Much of Moore's finest work could be seen as striving to make connections 
between the past and the present. With Lost Girls Moore again plays the literary 
magpie game, plucking players from other creators' pasts (the central characters 
are Dorothy from The Wizard Of Oz, Lewis Carroll's Alice and Wendy from Peter 
Pan) and bringing them together in a new imaginary context that will no doubt 
cause consternation from those who feel such things should not be tampered 
with. Particularly when it concerns those characters having, ahem, 'experiences'. 
Certainly, there are concerns from Great Ormond Street Hospital for Children 
(who own the UK rights to all Peter Pan characters), which means that for the 
time being at least, The Lost Girls will only be available in the UK on import. 

It could be said that the advent of industrialisation and the media juggernaut 
unleashed by modernism might be responsible for the development of the 
popular definition of pornography to which we largely ascribe today. Which 
is to say, an implicit pornography that increasingly pervades our society; 
a society where contestants on primetime television shows proclaim 
their hopes of finding employment in the porn industry, and where our 
schoolchildren announce to welfare councillors that their goal for adulthood 
is to become pole-dancers. This is not the pornography of The Lost Girls. 

Instead, Moore and Gebbie attempt to reclaim the notion of pornography, 
of mediated sex from filth-peddlers and the scandal-mongers. They make an 



Moore and Gebbie make an attempt 
to recapture something of the 
spirited, wilful naivete of various 
pasts 



three-way action 

Words: AlistairFitchett 



Alistair Fitchett blushes at Alan Moore and Melinda Gebbie's Lost Girls 



Chris Staros at Top Shelf has said repeatedly that 
Alan Moore and Melinda Gebbie's Lost Girls is the 
most important book that his imprint has published. 
This is some statement, given that Top Shelf was 
responsible for publishing Craig Thompson's 
Blankets (2003), a book that I regard as a defining 
moment in the development of the graphic novel. 
But Thompson is not yet the legendary figure 
that Moore is. From the spandex-clad superheroes 
to Hollywood adaptations of Jack The Ripper 
conspiracy theories, where comics are concerned, 
Moore has seen it all. It's also fair to say that, as an 
industry, he's found comics somewhat lacking. This 
is surely one reason that he has turned his back on 
DC-land and pitched in with the indies. That, and 
the fact that Lost Girls is set to be one of the most 
controversial topics in comics for quite some time. 

For Alan Moore has been very clear in his 
assertion that Lost Girls be defined as pornography. 
Your personal context will naturally determine 
exactly how you respond to such a claim, just as 
it will determine how you would to the book itself. 
Me? I'm torn somewhere between the tension of 
middle-class, liberal outrage, and writing it off as 
a tacky attempt to score some scandal points to 
help generate publicity. 




attempt to recapture something of the spirited, 
wilful naivete of various pasts, like some surreal 
collision of Edwardian smut (and it's that complex, 
hypocritical Edwardian/late Victorian attitude to sex 
that itself fuels the middle class guilt I feel - see Lee 
Jackson's excellent novel The Last Pleasure Garden 
for more on this) and the wild bacchanalia of San 
Francisco's 'free love' of the late Sixties. 

So yes, i_osf Girls is about pornography.our 
responses to pornography and our programmed 
reactions to the mediation of sex. It's also about 
the loss of innocence. Mainstream media, while 
gleefully mining the whole 'coming of age' genre, 
has always steadfastly refused to acknowledge 
the sexual element in any way other than that 
of suggestion or blustering teen bravado. 

Of course those approaches can give us some 
great moments, not least in the cinematic delights 
of, say, Fast Times At Ridgemont High or Some Kind 
Of Wonderful, but Moore and Gebbie (literally) put 
flesh on those suggestions. Does that make Lost 
Girls a more valid commentary on the nature of 
those times of sexual awakening than, say, Debbie 
Drechsler's beautiful Summer Of Love! Of course 
it doesn't. It's just that Moore and Gebbie are 
making the point that you can be explicit and 
charming in the same instant. They show that 
it's not a simple choice between tits and ass or 
Merchant Ivory. That, at the risk of sounding glib, 
there is a third way: you can make stimulatingly 
graphic sexual acts graphically stimulating and 
yet retain the mystery and beauty inherent in 
the emotionally charged context. Lost Girls is 
their sublime proof. 

www.topshelfcomix.com 
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class warfare 

Words: Kieron Gillen 

Illustration: MattPattinson 




New Super Mario Bros 



Nintendo DS 



Street Fighter Alpha Anthology 



Capcom, PS2 

Super Mario Bros is about jumping on 
people's heads; Street Fighterls about 
punching people's heads. After all these 
years, these formulas remain fundamentally 
unchanged. The somewhat hyperbolically 
titled New Super Mario Sroswould have 
been better called "basically the same Super 
Mario Bros but with 3D graphics on a 2D 
plane, "but that's a bit technical, and Street 
Fighter Alpha Anthologylsjust a port of the 
three titles in the Alpha series to PS2, with 
the gimmicky Pocket Fighterlacked on. 

With the relevance of these grand old 
men of the industry forever waning, it's 
absurd to imagine they'd just try and keep 
trucking on, same as always. . .and yet they 
do. Platform games are now fully 3D, and 
more often than not they are more extreme 
than Grand Theft Auto(God Of Wans 
horrific); and Street Fighterhas long been 
supplanted in Japanese arcades by the 
ultra-technical likes of Virtua Fighter. It's 
even worse when you consider that New 
Super Mario Brosdoesn't offer the depth of 
even Super Mario Bros 3, andthe Anthology 
is a bare-bones collection. The bonus 'Hyper 
SFA' mode, offering the chance to battle 
any version of any character against any 
other, is just broken. We really shouldn't 
reward them for it. 

It's unfortunate, then, that both titles 
are stupidly brilliant, offering the purity of 
play that you can only get from titles that 
ask little more than that you jump on, 
or punch, people's heads. Some history 
remains worth repeating, as long as you 
remember that's all you're doing. 
Mathew Kumar 





An American role-playing game has 
sparked rows by inviting players to 
relive the Columbine Massacre 



On 20 April 1 999, Eric Harris and 
Dylan Klebold walked into their high- 
school and shot 36 of their fellow 
students and a teacher. There were 
1 3 deaths before the two turned 
their guns on themselves. It became 
known as the Columbine Massacre. 
One question was paramount: why 
the hell did they do it? 

On 20 April 2005, Danny Ledonne 
uploaded a file to the internet 
and made it publicly available to 
download. It was a videogame made 
with RPG Maker, a program that 
allows its users to make simple old 
skool Japanese-style role-playing 
games. The game was called Super 



Columbine Massacre RPG! 
demands that you slip on their black 
trenchcoats and questionable taste 
in music, and then pull the trigger. 
Secondly, games are for kids, thicko. 
If you can get over these, a third 
problem remains. While the game 
is clearly an artistic statement, the 
statement it makes is muddled. 
The entire first half of the game 
takes a documentary tone, following 
the events of the day in precise detail. 
Then, after the boys' deaths, it 
changes tack entirely, putting the 
two protagonists into hell (modelled 
on the hell in the killers' favourite 
game, Doom) and increasingly 



instalment, Calvin attacks his school 
in an F-16 "loaded with tons of every 
conceivable missile", reducing it to 
a "smouldering crater". 

"I got some nasty mail about 
this strip," Waterstone says. "Some 
readers thought it was inexcusable 
to show a kid fantasising about 
bombing his school off the face of 
the earth. Apparently, some of my 
readers were never kids themselves. " 

Five years later, such opinions 
went away, but the truth remains. 
Lots of people didn't like school, 
and fantasised, one way or another, 
about doing something about it. But 
rather than providing a means of 



Lots of people didn't like school and fantasised about 
doing something about it 



Columbine Massacre RPG! It took a 
year for the slow-burning controversy 
over this to ignite in the US, but when 
it inevitably did, one question was 
paramount: why the hell did he do it? 

There's a simple answer, but it's 
not one that many in the mainstream 
will entertain. It's the same reason 
as all other works that were made in 
response toColumbine-from Gus 
Van Sant'sfilm Elephantto Marilyn 
Manson's Holy Wood: In the Shadow 
Of The ValleyOf Death album to 
Warren Ellis' unpublished Hellblazer 
comic Shoot - to try to answer that 
first question. Super Columbine 
Massacre RPG! was Ledonne's 
take on Why The Hell They Did It. 

The problem he faced was 
twofold. Firstly, while other media 
may ask you to sympathise with 
the perpetrators slightly, Super 



hyperbolic satire. Putting aside the 
change in tone, both halves don't 
quite work. For the documentary 
part, Ledonne inflicts some twists on 
the facts, trying to make it support his 
position more, which undermines its 
credibility. For the second, the satire's 
often a little tired. While the section 
where they bump into Friedrich 
Nietzsche is brilliant, pointing out 
basic monstrosities in fundamental 
Christian doctrine is just a bit sixth- 
form centre. And then there's the 
fact that the game is deeply repetitive 
and, in terms of play rather than 
ideas, not that interesting. 

Kind of the point. 

In 1 995, in the 1 0th anniversary 
book of Calvin And Hobbes, creator 
Bill Waterstone inserted little pieces 
of commentary into some of his 
favourite strips. In a Sunday 



acting out these fantasies, the 
alienated slog of Super Columbine 
Massacre RPG! warns against it. It's 
not a celebration; it's a lament. 

The game ends with the lyrics 
from one of the pair's favourite 
bands, KFMDM: "He is. He represents 
the problem -no, he emboldens 
the problem. If he is expelled, the 
problem will go away. " But it doesn't 
include the words that follow in the 
same song: "He is not in this alone. 
He is not the problem. " 

No matter how much it was 
lambasted, Super Columbine 
Massacre RPG! isn't the problem. 
It's not the solution, either. It's worth 
having an opinion on - it sits on the 
boundaries of what videogames 
have become, and can become. 

Play it.You won't enjoy it, and for 
that you should be grateful. 
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for tomorrow we die 

Words: Mark Pilkington 



Whatever happened to the party scene? From the swinging 
Satanists of the Sixties to Le Grande Bouffe's breast-shaped 
blancmange, we survey film history's wildest bashes 



Towards the end of 2003's regrettable Matrix: 
Reloaded, as the underground community of Zion 
confronts ultimate oblivion, Larry Fishbume's 
Morpheus commands his improbably glamorous 
tribe to do the only sensible thing in the given 
circumstances-party. What follows is one of the 
most gut-crunchingly embarrassing scenes in recent 
cinematic memory, as hordes of tanned, toned and 
lightly-tousled Hollywood babes bump and grind 
to a dismal mid-Nineties techno-trance churn. 

ButtheWachowski brothers can't be held 
entirely responsible for what is really society's failure. 
And the problem is endemic. A culture in terminal 
decline is a culture that doesn't know how to party. 

As with so many things in our world, we have 
to travel back in time to find what we're looking 
for. What follows then is an entirely personal, 
non-comprehensive survey of some of film 
history's wildest parties. 

Let's start small -a house party. Tigon's recently 
reissued Curse Of The Crimson Altar (above, 1 968) is 
a mostly turgid attempt to merge Dennis Wheatley- 
style occult thrills with the then-swinging youth 
scene. It does, however, contain the all the 
elements of the successful party scene. The highlight 
is a witch burning party in a country manor house, 
full of plucky young things showing us how to how 
to have a groovy good time with all the wild 
abandon of a government information film. 
A girl dancing on an antique table pours twin bottles 
of champagne down her bra while revellers slurp it 
off her thighs and knees; elsewhere people old 
enough to know better play spin the bottle, before, 
in a rousing climax, two bra-wearing beauties slash 
at each other with brushes, palettes and body 
paints while astride the shoulders of guffawing 
male charges. 

Christopher Lee, pipe-smoking professor and 
man about the house, nobly turns a blind eye to 
his niece's wild friends, knowing full well that it's 
the grown-ups in this film who really understand 
how to have fun. Presided over by the mesmerising 
Barbara Steele, sporting huge golden ram's horns 
and a coating of lurid green body paint, they 



conduct ghastly black magic rites in the attic 
with the aid of 'Heme The Hunter', a Britain's 
Strongest Man contender wearing little but 
chains, leather apron-and-thong set and some 
spectacular antlers. 

But perhaps you want something a little more 
sophisticated? How about La Grande Bouffe, also 
fresh out on DVD. Marco Ferreri's 1 973 paean 



A culture in terminal 
decline is a culture 
that doesn't know 
how to party 



to gluttony and bourgeois excess follows four 
respectable, middle-aged members of well-to-do 
society - the chef, the TV star, the judge and the 
airline pilot-who, tiring of life, lock themselves 
into a grand French maison to gorge themselves 
to death on sex, food and continental philosophy. 
It's a joyous, disgusting affair, stuffed with broad 
social satire; acres of rolling, food-smeared flesh; 
gigantic mammary-shaped blancmanges, pigs 
heads, farts, bottoms and some of Europe's finest 
leads: Andrea Ferreol, Marcello Mastroianni, Michel 
Piccoli, Philippe Noiret and Ugo Tognazzi. 

If it's a happening you want, baby, then look 
no further than Mario Bava's exquisitely kitsch spy 
caper Danger Diabolik! (1 968). Among its many 
joys is a raid on what could well be Italy's grooviest 
night club, where scantily-clad bellarati, covered 
in greenery, loll around on cushions, gyrate in 
spherical cages and smoke the good stuff being 
distributed by an ivy-and tequila-bottle draped 
faun. All this to one of Ennio Morricone's more 
ecstatically lush psychedelic pop workouts. Sadly 
a police raid brings this vision of heaven to an all 
too sudden conclusion. 

Then there's Roger Corman's The Trip (below, 
1 967). After stumbling around the North California 
coast for what seems like an age, a starry eyed Peter 
Fonda crashes a psyched-out glory hole whose 
groovy clientele appear to be having an impossibly 
good time. Bongos, bead curtains, body painted 
go-go dancers, kaleidoscopic projections, LSD, 
and. . .damn, the police again. Are these people 
trying to tell us something? 

Having the fuzz bust your scene is one thing, 
but Godzilla vs Hedorah (1 972) as well as featuring 
some far out nightclub scenes (cf : body paint, 
swirling projections, crazy psychedelic music, 
and a wall composed of what appear to be glass 
salad bowls), has its revellers suffering gogo 
interruptus at the hands of the ultimate party 
pooper-Gojira. A Million Man Freakoutiswell 
underway atop Mount Fuji; the low turnout 
more than compensated for by yet another crazy 
Japanese psych outfit hammering away at their 
instruments in the long grass, surrounded by 
grooving J-kids in tartan woollies, capes and tight 
pastel jumpers. The party's over, however, when 
the angry green giant himself turns up to do battle 
with the gigantic space turd Hedorah. Damn 
those monsters! 

It's been a brief tour of duty, but Hollywood pay 
attention! Nunc est bibendum, nunc pede libero 
pulsanda tellus. 
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you can't handle the truth 

Words: Sophie Mayer 



African cinema is still alive and kicking at the gates 



Cannes 2004: Moolaade (Senegal/Burkina Faso), 
a Brechtian morality play about female genital 
mutilation, wins the Un Certain Regard prize for 
veteran Senegalese director Ousmane Sembene. 
At Berlin 2005, U-Carmen e-Khayelitsha (South 
Africa) garners the Golden Bear. And ovaries are 
tugged worldwide by a film about a gangsta left 
holding the baby- not Get Rich Or Die Tryin', 
but Tsotsi (South Africa), winner of Best Foreign 
Film at the 2005 Oscars. African cinema is like 
the African team dujour at the World Cup: praised 
for its colourful brilliance. And only allowed to go 
so far. 

The implicit question is how could a continent 
bowed under debt, AIDS, dictators, wars and 
grinding poverty produce films that can compete 
on a world stage? But the world's a stage, and 
dramas of war and peace are played out across 
the African continent. Cast as black-and-white 
spectacles of savagery by news media, the 
events in Rwanda, Sierra Leone, Sudan, and 
the DRC rarely appear in their complexity outside 
of a John Pilger article. And when they do 
-as in Fanta Regina Nacro's The Night Of Truth 
(Burkina Faso) -English audiences ignore them 
with a vengeance. 

Perhaps they are right to wonder whether 
a trilingual film (French, Dioula and Moore) with 
Shakespearean narrative and characterisation, 
an award-winning screenplay and a cast made 
up of many who have fought in or lived through 
Africa's conflicts could be as complex, satisfying 
and demanding as 28 Days Later. Yet The Night 
Of Truth contains poetic speeches about war that 
Peter Jackson would give Andy Serkis' eye-teeth for. 



Poetic speeches about 
war that Peter Jackson 
would give Andy 
Serkis' eye teeth for 



Nacro's allegorical tale of the powerful Nayak 
tribe making peace with the rebel Bonandes 
creates an absorbing world through its observation 
of ritual and relationship -what indigenous 
cultural theorists call an 'ecocentric' rather than 
'egocentric' worldview, in which the metaphorical 
tree of peace is not at all an individual's metaphor, 
but a real tree that will be planted by the community 
to renew the war-scarred landscape. Storytelling, 
music and visual art are key to peace. But tall tales 
and drums in the night also bring the threat of 
violence. Nacro's most brilliant creation is Bonande 
soldier Tomoto, a Shakespearean Fool, who 
claims that the Nayaks are half-snake, and later 
beats the great drum, rekindling memories of 
a terrible massacre amongst those gathered for 
the feast of reconciliation. 

The percussive dance performances that 
the Bonandes organise to welcome the Nayak 
President are not just spectacle: they are the 
beating heart of the film, speaking the truth 
in an indigenous form. They require an attentive 
audience to seal the pact of peace by witnessing 
not only celebration but the confession of atrocity. 
The film awaits an audience who can handle 
its truth. 



Dir Brian Gibson, USA, 2006 (Load) 

Two animated features on Load. Paper Rad are the grotesque 

stoner dayglo psych art collective that brought you the 

whacked out animation at the end of the Lightning Bolt DVD. 

If that little paddling expedition at the shores of their sick RGB 

art puke ocean wasn't enough for you, Trash Taiking\si 

immersion, just be careful not to swallow any floating pixels. 

Still on a Lightning Bolt tip, Barnyard Crittersis 
a comparatively straight cartoon in which deformed Rock 
Dog Barkley quits/is pushed out of is band and goes off soul- 
searching while his dastardly managers genetically engineer 
a foppish dandy rap worm to take his place. There's an 
interesting mixture of cell, CGI and puppetry that makes it all 
feel a bit like watching The Banana Splits . The plot unravels 
much like a kids' cartoon and apart from the slightly druggy 
feel of the thing, the confused dialogue and disorienting 
comic timing there's not a lot that would prevent this 
turning up on summer time morning TV. 
Carlos Fuentes 




Dir Goldblade, UK, 2006 (Cherry Red) 

"DO YOU BELIEVE IN THE POWER OF R0CK'N'R0LL?"That's 
the slogan Manchester's Goldblade live and die by: rock'n'roll 
as formerly practised by Joe Strummer and the early 'street' 
punks- political, good-natured, very male, full of swearing 
and energy and references to Elvis, rebels and psychos. It's 
played straight, because straight is the way it's always been 
played, and it's played with plenty of passion, because there's 
no point otherwise. Goldblade belong to a forgotten milieu 
of UK bands - under the critical radar, they still crank out 
a living from year to year, sleeping on floors and cracking 
heads from LA to St Petersburg and back again. Fronted 
by the indefatigable, seemingly ageless Brother John Robb, 
this live video, recorded one steamy night in a UK pub in the 
middle of nowhere is as exhilarating and sweaty as you'd 
expect. Comes with a bonus video archive. 
Siobhan Marshall 



plan b 1 95 



media 



books 



cat tales 

Words: SF Said 

Illustration: Dave McKean, from The Outlaw Varjak Paw 

What does it take to write the definitive 
supernatural cat-themed children's 
thriller? As \/ar/a/cPai/i/authorSFSaid 
discovered, it takes a lot of drafts and 
a fair amount of chocolate... 




I'm supposed to be writing this article about writing. 
I'm meant to be telling you how I write my books, 
giving you insights into the process and what it's 
really like. 

Here's the truth of it. I've spent the last 24 hours 
not writing this article. I've made phone calls, sent 
emails, posted random pictures on Flickr. I've posted 
comments on other people's random pictures on 
Flickr. I've listened to music that's supposed to 
inspire me and get me going (50 Foot Wave, very 
loud) and I've watched some inspirational telly. I've 
eaten an inhuman quantity of Ritter Sport chocolate 
(AlpenMilch flavour) and I've drunk several cans of 
Coca Cola (both cherry and original), because I'm 
convinced lean onlywriteinasugar rush. I've also 
had a snooze, because this process is exhausting. 

You might think I'm exaggerating. I'm not. Until 
1 minutes ago, I had no idea how this article was 
even going to begin. There were all sorts of ideas 
that I tried - drafts I began and then looked at and 
abandoned in a fit of self-loathing. "Jesus Christ, 
that is so CRAP!" I've shouted out loud. I've 
imagined calling Frances and explaining to her 
that I'm sorry, but I can't do it, I've lost it, I give up. 

And then, from nowhere, a little voice pipes 
up in my head. "Write it how it is," says the voice. 
"Tell them about the Flickr. Tell them about the 
chocolate. It's funny. It's true." 

I go through this exact same process every time 
I write a book. 

I write children's books. It's what I've always 
wanted to do, ever since I left college with a head 
full of Ursula Le Guin (the Earthsea books), Susan 
Cooper (The Dark Is Rising) and Alan Garner (Elidor). 
These books thrilled me more than anything in 
grown-up literary fiction, and I wanted to write 
books like them. I wanted my stories to be exciting 
and page-turny and unputdownable, but also to 
have funny bits and sad bits and scary bits, and huge 
imaginative spaces, where anything could happen 
and nothing was impossible. I wanted to write 
stories that anyone could read, whoever they were 
- adults, children, everyone. I wanted to write stories 
that people would never forget as long as they lived. 




I wanted to write 
stories that people 
would never forget as 
long as they lived. 



I didn't know much about writing books back 
then; I thought you came up with a good story, 
wrote it down, and that was that. So that's what 
I did. My first attempt at a children's book was 
rejected by 40 publishers. So was my second. 

That was when I discovered drafts: the idea 
that any piece of writing, can always be improved. 
Characters can be cut, or merged together. New 
characters can appear. Locations can change; so 
can events and their order. The story you start out 
with may not be the one you end up writing. 

That's how I approached my third attempt 
at a children's book. I wrote and rewrote and 
rewrote. I pushed and pushed and pushed. I put 
everything I knew and more into that book; and 
finally, incredibly, after 1 7 drafts and five years' 
work, it got published in 2003. 



It's called Varjak Paw, and it's about a cat who 
does martial arts. It's illustrated by one of my heroes, 
Dave McKean. I've written a sequel too, which has 
just come out: The Outlaw Varjak Paw, in which 
Varjak becomes a kind of underground freedom 
fighting cat. This one took only 1 1 drafts and three 
years, so maybe I'm getting better. 

It doesn't feel any easier, though. I can honestly 
say that I've written the kind of books I set out to 
write, and I'm more proud of them than of anything 
I've done in my life -but it's been hard. If you saw 
my first drafts, you'd be appalled: they're terrible. 

Still, without all the explorations and trials and 
errors and false starts, you'd never find the good 
stuff. You almost have to sneak up on it when 
you're not looking; distract yourself with a load of 
other stuff - and then suddenly, it's right in front of 
you, and you wonder how you didn't see it before. 

Every other writer I've met goes through the 
same process -even great ones like Philip Pullman. 
They don't often admit it in public, but that's the 
truth about writing books. That is how it's done. 
And that's exactly how this article was written. 

Varjak Paw and The Outlaw Varjak Paw are 
published by Random House, www.varjakpaw.com 
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why I love.-.thomas dolby 

Words: Emily Bick 
llustration: Simon Peplow 




When I was 1 5 or so, I fell in love with physics. 
Somehow, those Newtonian equations described 
a world that made a hell of a lot more sense than 
anything in my world - be it the social gauntlet in 
the school cafeteria, or my nervousness around 
he unfathomably glamorous indie boys at all- 
ages shows. I decided that science could explain 
everything worth knowing, and nothing else would 
matter. I would become a machine. I spent most of 
my last two years in high school either in the lab or 
reading lots of William Gibson and popping White 
Cross trucker speed. I would be clever and efficient, 
spike-thin and fast, fast, fast. Naturally I fell hard for 
the kind of glacial synthpop that's made by boys 

Dolby's songs are about 
comes when technology 

and girls who look like haughty android escapees 
from Fritz Lang films. 

Thomas Dolby sucked me in this way, I'll admit 
it. The video for 'She Blinded Me With Science' had 
it all: mad scientists, a hot singer with a peroxided 
David Sylvian haircut and Aldous Huxley glasses, 
and perfect precision synth lines. 

But what I didn't realise then, and love now, is 
how Dolby's songs are all about the awkwardness 
that comes when technology and heartbreak collide 
with the lumpy fleshiness of the here and now. 
There are lyrics about technical failures and trying 
to fill the holes left by lost lovers with everything 
from travel to Coldrexto movie posters. Dolby 
sings about being sensitive about his shortness, 
something no one from Duran Duran would ever 
do; it would spoil the fantasy. See, you can only 



want to be a synth-robot because you're human 
and you can't escape it, and it hurts. This tension 
drives every single Thomas Dolby song written, 
even the theme song from Howard The Duck. 

Dolby's voice is a Stephen Hawking monotone 
that shatters into a descending-testicular wail; or 
it crumbles, dissolves into smoke and dissipates. In 
his best songs, like 'Fieldwork' and 'Screen Kiss', it 
does both, even as those layers of pure synthesiser 
sheen shimmer like the northern lights. It's as slick 
and textured as a magazine dream. 

He's funny, again in the geekiest way. He gets 
things wrong, and they work. Hungarian arias for 
a bridge? The shipping forecast as an outro? In 

the awkwardness that 
and heartbreak collide 

one truly disturbing song, Dolby goes off into 
an elaborate monologue about having a wank 
in a stolen Ferrari, thinking of his mother at the 
moment of climax. . .because aliens ate his Buick. 

He's been quiet for the last few years, busy 
inventing polyphonic ringtones. Even though this 
makes him indirectly responsible for the Crazy Frog, 
he can do no wrong. Ifoughttoseehim play at the 
Scala recently. The place was packed with balding, 
stubby guys in their forties who were mostly 
wearing tech support T-shirts. They looked like 
Dolby, actually. One of the keyboards cut out after 
the first song, but Dolby filled the space by chatting 
about his kids and his crappy football team before 
those keyboards soared off into the stratosphere 
again. Itmademehappytobehumanand messy 
and thinking and there, technical difficulties and all. 
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Plan B and Harvest Time Records 
present: Palimpsest Festival 

26 August, 2pm-1 1 pm, 

All Saints Church, Jesus Lane, Cambridge 

19th Century Cambridge church holds a mass 

for outsider folk sounds. A Hawk And A 

Hacksaw, Sunburned Hand Of The Man, 

Alasdair Roberts, Directing Hand, Chris 

Corsano, and a heavenly host of Wyrd 

England newcomers, plus DJs Bad Timing 

and Plan 6's Frances May Morgan. 

£12.50advance/£15on door 

www.palimpsest-festival.co.uk 
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The Research, Instal, 
Ladyfest, Panico 



Issue 8 

Black Dice, Devendra 
Banhart, a female 
response to crunk, 
Franz Ferdinand, Sufjan 
Stevens, Vashti Bunyan, 
Alexander Tucker, 
Sons & Daughters, 
Patti Smith, Yat-Kha 



Issue 7 

Sonic Youth, Oneida, 
Kevin Blechdom, Smog, 
Architecture In Helsinki, 
The Blow, Optimo, A 
Hawk And A Hacksaw, 
The Grates, Bloc Party, 
Black Mountain 




Issue 6 

Afrirampo, Electrelane, 
AntonyS The Johnsons, 
Sleater-Kinney, Quasimoto, 
ESG, Gang Gang Dance, 
Martha Wainwright, Final 
Fantasy, The White Stripes, 
JT Leroy 



Issue 5 

Arcade Fire, Ellen Allien, M 
Ward, Yeah Yeah Yeahs, 
Nirvana, Lance Bangs, 
Hood, Prefuse 73, Slint, 
Sway Dasafo, Tracy & The 
Plastics, Alisdair Roberts, 
M.I.A 



Issue 4 

Smoosh, Lydia Lunch, Roots 
Manuva, Comets On Fire, M 
Ward, Bright Eyes, 
Deerhoof, The Field Mice, 
Sons & Daughters, Jeans 
Team, The Gin Palace, 
Losoul 



Issue 3 

Magnetic Fields, John Peel, 
LCD Soundsystem, TV On 
The Radio, Avenue D, Nick 
Cave, The Mae Shi, IN, 
Spektrum, Rodney PS UK 
hip-hop, RTX 



Issue 0.5 

Joanna Newsom, The 
5678s, Shystie, Comets On 
Fire, Jack Rose, Marine Girls, 
David Cross, Benicassim, 
TheThermals, Ian 
Svenonius, The Bug, Le 
Tigre, Estelle 



Issue 

Chicks On Speed, Graham 
Coxon, TheVonBondies, 
OOIOO, The Mountain 
Goats, Electrelane, 
Lightning Bolt + Load 
Records, Gravy Train! II, 
Kaito, The Pastels, Spektrum 



SUBSCRIPTIONS 



UK - 12 issues for £35 (save £4.90 on the cover price) 

EU airmail - 12 issues for £50 

Rest of the World airmail - 1 2 issues for £65 

Send cheques to: Plan B Publishing, PO Box 5047, Hove, BN52 9WY, UK 

Or visit www.planbmag.com/order and pay by credit card, debit card, or Paypal 



Check out www.planbmag.com 

for web-exclusive interviews, reviews, 

articles and staff weblogs, stockist 

information, gig guide, secure ordering and 

discussion forums. 

Plus, coming soon - archive articles from the 

first two years of Plan B 



The first 20 subscribers will also receive a copy 
of Tempa's Dubstep Allstars Vol 4 compilation 

"And god, there have been moments. Some messy 
and commingled memories: sub-bass filling and 
overspilling through every muscle and nerve; 
too much beer, or is that the bass causing this 
giddiness? Crazy South East Asian dancer dude and 
mighty dready dude are both on the loose again (no 
dubstep rave is right without them)... Feeling like an 
addict in the most glorious way, emotions all over 
the shop. . . " - Melissa Bradshaw, Plan B#12 

Dubstep Allstars Vol 4 is a double CD from the 
series that gave the genre its very name, this time 
bringing you dubstep stalwarts Youngsta and 
Hatcha. It is distributed by SRD. 




To qualify for this offer, please mention PB13 with 
your cheque, or in the Paypal comments box. 



The next issue of Plan B is in WH Smiths, 
independent newsagents. Borders, HMV, 
Virgin Megastores, and all good record 
shops the week beginning 4th September 
2006. If you have difficulty finding a copy, 
please enquire at your local record shop. For 
independent newsagents, you can ask them 
to order it at the counter, or email 
andrews@warnersgroup.co.uk 
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